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Janvier  12.     Vendredi. 

Ste.  Cesarine. 

VrwjO-NIGHT  at  5.53  I  say  good-bye  to  Those  most 
;/M|  dear  to  me  upon  Earth,  and  to  various  friends  who 
"^-^  come  down  to  the  Station  to  see  me  off.  These 
latter  include  Donald  and  Kenneth  Croker  and  Archie 
Porter.  Kenneth  Allen  also  comes  down. 

I  distribute  5  threepenny  bits  to  Father,  Mother, 
Katharine,  Ruth  and  Fritz,  and  keep  one  myself. 
Donald  Croker  produces  a  Half  Franc  which  Father 
splits  in  twain,  and  Donald  keeps  one  piece  while  I  have 
the  other. 

In  the  morning  I  had  said  good-bye  to  Midas 
and  to  Aunt  Emily,  etc. 

At  Taunton,  Joscelyne  meets  me  and  takes  me 
back  in  his  car  to  Salisbury  House,  where  I  meet  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Joscelyne  and  the  two  girls  and  have  dinner. 
I  also  meet  Dr.  Sharpe,  the  lady  assistant  of  Dr.  Josce- 
lyne. We  return  to  the  station  to  catch  the  Plymouth 
Express  and  Joscelyne  says  Goodbye  to  his  people. 
We  meet  Eberle  at  Plymouth  and  return  to  Crownhill. 


Janvier  13.     Samedi.     Ste.  Veronique. 

Eberle  and  I,  Smith  and  Joscelyne  leave  Crownhill 
and  set  out  for  Southampton  leaving  Plymouth  at 
North  Road  Station  by  7.53  a.m.  train. 

We  pass  through  Yeovil  and  Sher borne  and  I  see 
the  Abbey  from  the  train  and  remember  the  time  when 
Burgie  (Northcroft)  and  I  spent  a  week  end  there. 

At  Salisbury  I  see  W.  T.  Cole  of  the  6th  O.C.B. 
("  C  "  Company)  who  was  billetted  with  me  when  we 
fixed  our  course  at  Warwick.  He  is  in  the  Dorsets 
and  he  haunts  me  (I  mean  we  find  ourselves  thrown 
together)  constantly  right  up  to  the  Firing  Line  :  same 
crossing,  same  I.B.D. 

The  negotiation  of  the  Boom  outside  Southampton 
is  most  interesting,  involving  signalling,  etc.  We 
have  an  Escort,  but  do  not  see  her. 

The  Transport  which  takes  us  over  is  painted  black. 
She  is  a  filthy  old  paddle  steamer. 


Janvier  14.     Dimanche.     S.  Hilaire. 

At  1  o'clock  this  morning  our  Transport  reached 
Le  Havre  and  a  number  of  us  roused  ourselves  and  went 
out  to  see  the  world. 

The  night  was  dark  and  there  was  no  moon  :  nor 
were  there  any  stars.  Much  clanking  and  bustle  took 
place  and  the  skipper's  voice  was  prominent  above  all 
the  din. 

We  officers  landed  at  about  1.30  and  after  seeing 
the  Landing  Officer,  we  got  into  two  chars-a-bancs  and 
were  driven  off  to  a  Docks  Rest  Camp  where  we  got 
blankets  from  the  Quartermaster's  Store  and  some 
refreshment  from  the  Officers'  Mess.  There  was  snow 
on  the  ground.  Joscelyne  and  I  shared  a  tent  and  we 
turned  in  at  4  o/c,  rising  at  7.30  and  setting  out  for 
Rouen  by  the  11.30  train. 


Janvier  15.    Lundi.    S.  Maur. 

Last  night  I  dined  in  No.  2  I.B.D.  Mess  by  mistake. 

This  morning  we  attended  Adjutant's  Parade  at 
8.5  a.m.  After  Roll  Call  we  were  marched  on  to  the 
Base  Parade  Ground,  an  enormous  amphitheatre  sur- 
rounded by  pine-woods  :  and  commenced  our  course 
of  training  before  proceeding  up  the  Line. 

I  am  posted  to  the  1st  Somersets,  Joscelyne,  Eberle 
and  Smith  to  the  7th  S.,  and  we  are  attached  to  No. 
3  Infantry  Base  Depot. 

Joscelyne  and  I  go  in  to  Rouen  after  tea  and  pick 
up  Smith,  Eberle,  and  Tubbs  (attached  to  3  I.B.D. 
and  a  S.L.I.  Lt.).  The  latter  takes  us  to  dinner  at 
Brasserie  Omnia.  Joscelyne  and  I  go  up  to  Place 
Cathedrale  and  look  at  the  West  Front  towering  up 
into  the  darkness  above  the  square. 


Janvier  16.    Mardi.    S.  Marcel. 

Immediately  after  Parade,  Joscelyne  and  I,  without 
waiting  for  tea  in  Mess,  go  into  Rouen  and  visit  the 
Ordnance,  where  we  buy  Field  Boots,  etc. 
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We  take  tea  at  a  little  shop  on  Rive  Droite,  where 
the  tea  is  good  and  the  patisserie  excellent.  Joscelyne 
tries  to  change  some  English  money  here  and  in  the 
lingual  difficulties  which  arise  we  are  assisted  by  a  2nd. 
Lt.  of  the  Duke  of  Cornwall's  L.I.,  who  comes  in  in  the 
midst  of  the  entanglement  and  whose  name,  I  after- 
wards learn,  is  Stranger. 


Janvier  17.    Mereredi.    S.  Antoine. 

To-day  there  is  snow  and  it  is  very  cold  :  the 
officers  are  told  to  join  their  I.B.D's,  and  all  the  Base 
goes  for  a  Route  March,  returning  at  about  Noon. 

In  the  afternoon  and  evening  I  stay  in  the  Mess  and 
read  Hall  Caine's  "  The  Christian  "  :  for  there  is  no 
Parade. 

Eberle,  Joscelyne  and  others  go  into  Rouen. 

By  this  time  I  have  met  out  here  Cole,  Digby, 
and  Robinson  and  seen  Lucas  :  all  of  whom  I  knew  in 
"  C  "  Company  of  No.  6  O.C.B.  I  also  run  across 
Wrighton  with  whom  Levy  and  I  were  acquainted  in 
the  13th  Royal  Warwicks.  He  was  then  a  Lance- 
Corporal.  He  went  to  a  Cadet  Battalion  at  Cambridge 
the  very  day  after  Levy  and  I  left  Blandford  for  Oxford 
and  the  6th  O.C.B. 


Janvier  18.     Jeudi.    Conv.  de  S.  Pierre. 

Company  Drill  and  Lecture  in  morning.  Lewis 
Gun  in  afternoon. 

W.  T.  Cole  and  I  are  Officers  Commanding  Hostile 
Aircraft  Piquet  for  to-day.  I  am  Senior  and  we  inspect 
the  Piquet  at  4.30  when  I  read  Piquet  Orders  and 
dismiss. 

Next  morning  Cole  inspects  Piquet  for  me  at  7.45 
a.m.  and  we  report  to  the  Adjutant. 


Janvier  19.    Vendredi.    St.  Sulpice. 

Trench  Warfare.     Relief  of  Trenches  until  9  p.m. 
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Janvier  20.    Samedi.    S.  Sebastien. 

This  morning's  work  included  Indication  and 
Recognition  of  Targets.  After  Lunch  we  watched  a 
miniature  "  Somme  Attack,"  which  was  carried  out 
with  full  details  of  Barrage  (Smoke  Candles),  Advance, 
Cessation  of  Artillery  Fire,  and  Final  Rush,  for  benefit 
of  a  Cinematograph.  Later  we  gathered  round  Major 
Hill  who  pretended  to  address  us,  and  the  Cinema 
man  took  us  :  thus  are  manufactured  the  authoritative 
films  for  the  next  Big  Push. 

On  return  to  our  I.B.D's.,  Smith,  Eberle,  and  I 
did  not  wait  for  tea  in  Mess,  but  went  straight  into 
Rouen.  We  went  to  the  Ordnance,  then  to  tea  at  Cafe 
Normandie,  then  to  a  chocolate  shop,  where  I  bought 
Liqueur  Chocolates.  After  that  we  separated  and  I 
bought  presents  for  Ruth's  Birthday  (chocolates  and  a 
little  silver  gilt  Jeanne  d'Arc  medallion  on  a  gold  plate 
chain)  :  and  returned  to  camp. 


Janvier  21.     Dimanche.    Ste.  Agnes. 

Rouen  Cathedral. 

This  morning  Smith,  Eberle  and  I  went  to  the 
Chapel  of  St.  Oswald  (Church  Army  Hut)  for  the  Holy 
Communion  :  but  Smith  became  giddy  and  left  us.  The 
Commandments  and  the  Kyrie  Eleisons  were  omitted 
from  the  Office. 

After  Brekker  I  asked  the  Adjutant  if  I  could  go 
into  Rouen.  He  said  first,  "  No.  No  one  may  leave 
Camp  before  2  o'clock,"  but  when  I  said  I  wished  to  go 
to  the  Cathedral  to  High  Mass,  he  said,  "  Alright,  sign 
out  !  "  and  off  I  went,  entering  the  Cathedral  just  as 
the  procession  was  leaving  the  Sacristy,  preceded  by 
the  two  Suisses  who  banged  their  Halberds  on  the 
stone  floor  in  slow  regular  time.  The  venerable  Canons 
looked  very  picturesque  in  their  fur  tippets,  hoods  and 
"  bibs." 

I  went  round  the  Apse  and  Lady  Chapel  after  the 
High  Mass,  and  then  had  lunch  at  the  Cafe  Normandie. 
But  the  Cathedral  had  laid  its  spell  upon  me  and  after 
wandering  round  the  City,  I  returned  to  it  in  the  after- 
noon. The  nave  and  aisles  were  thronged  with  people 
and  soldiers,  including  Indians  :  and  one  of  the  Choir 
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Offices  was  in  progress.  I  sat  in  the  Transept.  A 
soloist  in  the  Choir  commenced  to  sing  very  sweetly  : 
"  Adeste  Fideles,"  and  a  wonderful  thrill  passed  over 
the  Cathedral.  Prompted  by  an  impulse,  several 
people  (myself  included)  stood  up  and  joined  in  the 
glorious  Latin  hymn  : 

"  Natum  videte 

"  Regem  Angelorum, 

"  Venite  adoremus. . .  .Dominum." 

Janvier  22.    Lundi.    S.  Vincent. 

After  tea  last  night,  I  wandered  about  Rouen  with 
Stranger.  I  had  tea  at  the  same  place  as  where  Jos- 
ceiyne  and  I  went  a  day  or  two  ago  and  met  him  there. 
We  discovered  at  last  the  Officers'  Club  in  the  Rue 
Jeanne  d'Arc  and  there  I  saw  Cole  of  the  Dorsets  who 
told  me  that  I  was  to  go  up  the  Line  to-day. 

This  morning  I  rose  late,  had  Brekker,  "  Medical 
Exam.,"  anddrewmy  Webbing  Equipment,  Tin  Helmet, 
etc.,  from  the  Quarter-Master's  Stores.  Then  I  packed 
until  11.15  when  I  reported  at  the  Adjutant's  Office 
and  signed  papers. 

Bathmion,  the  American,  who  is  R.C.,  found  a 
Priest,  made  Confession  and  received  Communion. 
After  an  early  lunch  Joscelyne,  Eberle  and  I  started 
off  for  Rouen.  Having  arrived  at  the  Gare  Rive  Gauche, 
Eberle  went  over  the  Seine  into  Rouen  and  bought  this 
Diary,  and  Joscelyne  and  I  went  down  to  the  Ordnance, 
assisted  by  a  Motor  Transport.  We  bought  water- 
bottles,  etc.,  and  returned,  again  using  a  Motor  Trans- 
port. After  seeing  the  Transport  Officer,  I  found  Eberle 
and  got  my  kit  down  to  my  Compartment  which  Josce- 
lyne, Eberle  and  I  shared,  and  then  found  Smith  of  the 
1/Warwicks  who  was  going  with  me  to  the  4th  Division. 

A  slow  journey  with  long  and  frequent  stoppages. 
Snow  on  ground  and  very  cold.  WTe  eat  chocolate, 
etc.,  and  settle  down  for  night.  I  wake  just  after 
midnight. 

Janvier  23.     Mardi.     S.  Raymond. 

Early  in  the  morning  I  woke  to  find  myself  very 
cold.  At  about  6  o'clock  the  train  had  stopped  at 
Romescamp  and  there  we  got  hot  tea,  etc.,  at  an 


Expeditionary  Force  Canteen  and  I  also  found  a  Latrine. 

Another  long,  tedious  journey.  The  weather  is 
very  fine  from  Dawn  to  Sunset  and  the  snow  firm  and 
hard. 

At  about  2.45  in  the  afternoon  we  hear  the  big  guns 
in  the  distance.  The  country  gets  more  and  more 
monotonous,  level,  and  finally  dreary.  Old  trenches 
appear  along  the  sides  of  the  line. 

The  strain  of  the  slow  journey  as  one  is  inexorably 
brought  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  Front  Line  grows 
more  and  more  oppressive.  For  this  there  is  no  remedy 
but  a  simple  trust  and  faith  in  Christ  the  Dear  Shepherd. 

We  come  to  the  end  of  our  journey  at  a  place 
named  Plateau. (?)  I  say  "  Goodbye  "  to  Eberle  and 
Joscelyne.  After  waiting  round  a  bit,  I  see  the  15th 
Garrison  Reinforcement  Officer  and  he  says  I  ma}' 
stay  here  to-night  and  go  up  the  Line  to-morrow.  A 
warm  hut  is  a  blessing  and  I  find  King  and  also  get 
to  know  a  cousin  of  Gary's  (my  Keble  friend,  the  married 
man)  named  Mansel-Cary,  in  the  Devons. 

King  tells  me  that  L.  W.  Smith,  top  man  in  the 
Nov.  Exam  for  Commissions  in  "  C  "  Company  of  the 
6th  O.C.B.  has  already  been  killed. 


Janvier  24.    Mereredi.    S.  Bertrand. 

The  big  Guns  were  firing  throughout  the  whole 
of  last  night.  This  morning  King  turns  out  to  light 
the  fire  and  breakfast  comes  in  at  about  9. 

No  water  for  washing.  I  have  neither  washed  nor 
shaved  since  Monday  morning. 

Much  firing  close  at  hand  attracts  our  attention, 
and  we  turn  out  to  see  a  tiny  speck  far  up  in  the  sky 
surrounded  by  a  number  of  small  puffs  :  two  hostile 
aeroplanes  being  "strafed." 

At  11.45  I  leave  Le  Plateau,  wearing  my  Xmas 
Tree,  and  set  out  for  Curlu.  I  pass  Mariecourt  and, 
after  much  wandering  about,  I  am  assisted  by  an 
ancient  2/Lt.  who  rescues  me  from  my  unwary  approach 
to  Suzanne,  and  puts  me  on  a  Transport  Lorry. 

Eventually  I  find  myself  in  the  Transport  Line 
of  No.  IV.  Division  and  an  S.L.I.  Officer*  named  Neat 
tells  me  to  go  with  an  S.L.I.  2/Lt.  (returning  from  On 
Leave)  to  Camp  No.  18. 
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More  wandering.  Finally  Camp  18  is  reached  and 
we  report  to  2/Lt.  Sylvester  who  gives  me  biscuits, 
chocolates  and  Bovril.  There  are  S.L.I,  and  other 
Officers  and  two  Padres  :  and  we  are  a  very  merry 
little  party.  I  censor  some  letters. 

*     Neat  is  a  Quartermaster  of  the  Firsts.     The  other  officer  is 
G.  Banfield. 


Janvier  25.     Jeudi.    Conv.  de  S.  Paul. 

We  rise  very  late  and  after  brekker  I  shave  and  do 
a  "  cat-lick  "  wash.  Then  Padre  Halet  and  I  go  through 
Suzanne  into  Bray-sur-Somme  where  we  visit  the 
Exped :  Force  Canteen  and  buy  provisions.  My  feet  are 
very  sore  in  my  Field  Boots  and  walking  is  an  agony. 

To  my  intense  joy  I  discover  that  Padre  Halet  is 
a  Keble  man  (up  1909-1912).  I  am  very  glad  for  I 
am  much  taken  with  him.  He  tells  me  that  D.  G.  A. 
Fox  has  been  killed. 

We  stop  an  R.A.M.C.  Transport  with  a  Staff- 
Colonel-Surgeon  (A.D.M.S.)  and  go  back  with  him  to 
Suzanne — a  great  blessing  to  me,  having  sore  heels. 

On  my  return  I  find  that  I  had  been  ordered  to  go 
up  to  my  Battn.  but  was  reported  sick  by  Sylvester  and 
Hill  went  up  instead.  I  shall  probably  have  to  go  to- 
morrow. 

Sylvester  and  Padre  Halet  do  not  "dine  in." 
Card  goes  on  leave  to-night.  Hartmann,  the  R.C. 
Padre,  Banfield  and  I  sit  round  the  brazier. 

On  my  way  from  the  Latrine  I  observe  the  flashes 
of  big  guns  firing  some  miles  away.  These  flashes  are 
very  bright  in  some  cases  and  resemble  Summer 
Lightning. 

Much  Hostile  Aircraft  shooting  overhead.  Bray 
was  bombed  last  night. 


Janvier  26.    Vendredi.    Ste.  Victorine. 

In  No.  1  Platoon  (Gould's)  Dugout. 

Breakfast,  wash  and  shave  in  bed.  Pack  my 
stuff  and  prepare  to  join  Unit.  Sylvester,  Captain 
Tanner  and  I  set  out  at  2.15  and  look  down  across  the 
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Somme  wastes  toward  Enemy's  Lines  from  the  top  of 
Precipice  of  Curlu  which  we  descend. 

A  pause  at  the  Transport  Line  :  and  then  on  again. 
The  Divisional  General  rides  past.  I  leave  the  others 
and  go  on  to  neighbourhood  of  Clery  alone,  when 
Sylvester  on  horseback  catches  me  up.  The  road  in 
the  vicinity  of  Clery  is  strafed  by  whizz-bangs.  Syl- 
vester rides  on  to  R.E.  Dump  and  sends  a  guide  back 
for  me. 

After  waiting  some  time  at  the  Dump,  we  enter  the 
Communicating  Trench,  which  for  me  with  my  heavy 
Pack,  Haversack,  etc.,  and  sore  heels  is  a  veritable 
Via  Dolorosa  of  agony.  Almost  fainting  I  arrive  safely 
at  Battalion  Headquarters  and  meet  Lt.-Col.  Majendie 
and  receive  a  cup  of  water  (Deo  Gratias). 

Sylvester  and  I  go  on  to  Captain  Chichester  ("  C  ' 
Company  in  Support)  where  I  leave  my  Pack  and 
Sylvester.  Guides  take  me  on  to  the  Front  Line  and 
Capt.  Codner  ("A  "  Coy.)  in  whose  dugout  I  run  across 
Gould  (late  of  Crownhill). 

Then  I  commence  a  Trench  Tour  in  charge  of  Capt. 
Codner  first  and  then  of  Gould.  I  visit  Posts,  Sentries 
and  Wiring  Parties  and  see  the  German  Front  Line 
with  the  aid  of  a  Very  Light.  Machine  Guns  and 
Snipers  firing. 


Janvier  27.     Samedi.     Ste.  Angele. 

The  night  and  early  morning  were  very  quiet — 
the  Germans  probably  doing  a  relief  or  working  on  their 
wire  or  something  similar.  Machine  Guns  and  Snipers 
we  heard  occasionally.  Gould  and  I  walked  about  on 
the  top  of  the  trenches  mostly  in  doing  our  rounds, 
as  the  trenches  themselves  were  in  such  a  bad  state — 
mere  ditches  and  no  revetting.  All  this  section  of  the 
Somme  we  have  just  taken  over  from  the  French  and 
it  is  impossible  to  work  on  the  ground  now,  which  is 
as  hard  as  iron. 

I  leave  Gould  at  4  o'clock  and  go  back  to  "  A  " 
Company  Headquarters,  where  I  get  some  hot  cocoa 
and  biscuits.  A  runner  guides  me  back  to  "  C  "  Com- 
pany Headquarters  at  4.45  and  I  get  into  the  dugout 
(which  is  full  of  brazier-fumes),  crawl  under  the  table 
and  fall  asleep.  Capt.  Chichester  wakes  me  at  9.30 
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a.m.,  for  Brekker  and  I  sleep  till  Lunch  which  I  partake 
of  with  Os borne,  one  of  the  Company  Subs. 

At  about  6.30  we  are  relieved  by  1st  Batt.  R.B's.* 
and  this  on  our  part  is  preceded  by  a  clearing-up  and 
making  out  of  Inventories,  etc.  I  send  off  No.  10 
Platoon  and  Osborne  and  I  leave  together.  The  Com- 
pany retires  on  to  the  Bapaume  Road  south  of  Bou- 
chavesnes. 

Company  Dugout  is  a  substantial  affair  of  brick 
(evidently  a  Bouchavesnes  cellar).  While  Osborne  and 
I  are  sitting  listening  to  the  shells  bursting  outside  and 
above,  Frith,  another  Company  Sub.,  barges  in  and 
establishes  himself,  followed  later  by  Capt.  Chichester. 

Osborne  and  I  fold  ourselves  up  on  a  bed  together. 
I  pass  an  uneasy  night. 

*R.B. — Rifle  Brigade. 

Janvier  28.     DImanche.     S.  Charlemagne. 

Stand -To  for  "  C  "  Company  this  morning  is  at 
6  o'clock.  Osborne  and  I  are  turned  out  by  Frith. 
I  burn  my  left  hand  by  lighting  a  so-called  "  safety 
match  "  and  exploding  the  whole  box. 

It  is  bitterly  cold  and  the  wind  draws  tears  as  it 
did  on  Vendredi  (Friday)  when  I  wore  my  glasses  from 
Clery  to  the  R.E.  Dump  and  the  tears  froze  on  the  left 
crystal  of  my  specs. 

Rum  is  served  out  to  the  men. 

Gould  comes  in  and  shares  a  little  Lunch  with  us. 
Then  some  King's  Own  Officers  who  are  reconnoitring  : 
and  finally  the  C.O.,  who  knows  the  elder  of  the  two 
last  mentioned  Officers. 

Major  R.  H.  Waddy  and  Captain  Codner  are  our 
guests  at  tea. 

I  write  to  Mother,  and  the  Princess  at  Aisholt. 

There  is  a  strafe  outside  in  the  evening  and  Capt. 
Chichester,  2/Lts.  Eric  Frith,  Osborne  and  A.  E.  Coles 
sit  in  their  Dugout  and  there  is  interesting  conversation 
re  .Sandhurst  and  Army  Entrance  Exams.,  commenced 
by  certain  enquiries  made  by  Capt.  Chichester  concer- 
ning a  Sergeant  applying  for  a  commission. 

When  the  rations  arrive,  Captain  C.  sends  me  to 
superintend  the  Evening  Rum  Issue  to  No.  10  Platoon. 

A  large  mail,  but  none  for  me. 

I  read  the  last  Chapter  of  the  Gospel  of  St.  John. 
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Janvier  29.    Lundi.    S.  Fr.  de  Sales. 

Exercise  at  8  a.m.  this  morning.  Osborne  takes 
R.E.  Fatigue.  I  superintend  while  No.  10  Platoon 
rub  their  feet  with  whale-oil  and  change  their  socks. 

Axtell  (of  "  A  "  Company)  comes  in  to  Lunch. 
I  sketch  on  some  old  magazines  and  attract  attention. 
Capt.  Chichester  says  that  I  must  draw  a  map  of  "  C  " 
Company  Trench  when  we  go  back — yes,  we  are  actually 
going  back  to  the  Front  Line  for  two  more  days  :  the 
R.B.  are  skrimshanking  it,  to  our  amazement  and 
disgust. 

There  is  a  Company  Chapter  in  the  dugout  this 
afternoon  :  the  Sergeant-Major  and  Sergeants  attend. 
I  draw  a  sketch  of  Capt.  Chichester,  which  amuses  him 
and  Frith.  Captain  Chichester  specially  fetches  fool- 
scap from  Orderly  Room  for  my  proposed  Map  and 
Sketches. 

Shells  burst  very  near  our  Dugout.  Gould  comes 
in  to  tea :  and  Axtell  comes  in  later,  followed  by  Osborne. 
We  three  have  a  long  discussion  on  educational  problems, 
etc.  Axtell  was  at  St.  Edward's  School,  Oxford,  and 
knows  Fathers  Frith,  Bown,  Stuckey  Coles,  Noel,  etc. 
Awfully  interesting  chap :  I  like  him.  He  stays  to 
dinner. 

I  assist  Capt.  Chichester  in  composing  magni- 
ficent phraseology  for  Orderly  Room  Correspondence. 
A  letter  from  Mother  at  last. 

Janvier  30.    Mardi.    Ste.  Bathilde. 

Major  Waddy  drops  in  just  after  Breakfast  and 
Capt.  Chichester  shows  him  the  sketch  of  himself  (Chich) 
which  I  scribbled  yesterday. 

I  superintend  No.  11  Platoon  rubbing  and  oiling 
their  feet. 

After  Lunch  we  prepare  ourselves  to  move  once 
more.  I  write  a  short  letter  to  Mother. 

At  5.45  p.m.,  we  set  out  to  relieve  the  R.B.  Bright 
moonlight  prevails  at  first,  later  fortunately  partially 
obscured  by  a  mist  of  clouds.  I  accompany  Eric  Frith, 
whose  Platoon  takes  up  Extreme  Left  Position  of  "  A  " 
Company  Front  Line.  Osborne  is  Extreme  Right. 

Frith  is  a  born  leader,  courageous  and  determined. 
A  sniper  fires  closely  at  us,  we  crossing  the  snow  after 
posting  our  first  party.  Frith  leaves  me  in  the  Platoon 
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Dugout  and  I  hear  a  heavy  strafing  going  on  outside. 
Later  he  comes  in,  and  conducts  me  down  the  Platoon 
Line,  while  I  start  my  map  :  he  hands  me  on  to  Sergeant 
Fariss,  and  in  this  way,  I  go  all  down  the  Company 
Front,  visiting  all  the  Sapheads  and  Listening  Posts. 
I  return  to  the  Company  Dugout,  the  one  where  I  first 
saw  Captain  Codner.  Chichester  is  in  and  I  show  him 
my  rough  map.  Then  Frith  comes  in  and  we  all  have 
hot  cocoa.  Chichester  next  begins  his  Tour  of  the 
Trenches,  taking  me  with  him  :  a  risky  walk.  Later 
he  comes  back  to  Company  Headquarters,  gets  up  on 
the  parados  and  sorts  some  iron  stakes  for  wiring.  I 
get  up  too,  German  Very  Lights  go  up  and  a  sniper 
opens  fire.  Chichester  says,  "  You  had  better  get  down 
into  the  trench." 


Janvier  31.    Mercredi.    Ste.  Marcelle. 

I  retire  to  the  Company  Dugout  and  shortly  after- 
wards the  Captain  comes  in  and  says  that  two  of  our 
men  have  been  slightly  wounded. 

Capt.  Chichester  takes  me  back  to  No.  10  Dugout. 
We  stand-to  at  6  a.m.,  and  it  is  bitterly  cold.  We  have 
a  cheery  brekker  and  I  whistle  Handel's  Largo, 
companied  by  Sergeant  Pillinger,  who  with  Appleby 
(Frith 's  servant)  shares  the  Dugout. 

Just  after  Brekker,  a  man  comes  up  to  say  that 
Private  Marshall,  on  Sentry  Duty,  has  just  been  shot 
through  the  head  by  a  Sniper. 

At  8,  a  terrible  strafe  of  the  Company's  line 
commences,  lasting  until  Noon.  Six  inch  shells  drop 
all  around  our  Dugout  (outside  of  which  stands  an 
unfortunate  sentry)  and  4  Hostile  Aeroplanes  work 
overhead.  There  is  not  the  slightest  retaliation  from 
our  Artillery  and  Aircraft  ! 

At  about  9.30  Frith  (and  Appleby)  leave  the  Dug- 
out to  wire  from  "  A  "  Company  Headquarters  for 
retaliation  by  our  Artillery.  He  sends  a  runner  to 
Battalion  Headquarters  and  the  retaliation  starts  at 
about  3  p.m. 

After  Evening  Stand-to,  Frith  goes  off  to  Company 
Headquarters,  leaving  me  in  charge  of  No.  10  Platoon. 
I  perform  various  duties  as  Platoon  Commander.  Frith 
returns  at  9.45  p.m.  I  drink  some  of  my  Brandy  and 
go  to  sleep. 
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Fevrier  1.    Jeudi.    S.  Ignace. 

This  morning  the  Germans  perform  another 
"  strafe  " — trench  mortars  and  whizzbangs  chiefly — 
but  not  such  a  severe  one  as  yesterday. 

In  the  early  dawn  I  take  some  Compass  Bearings 
and  commence  my  fair  copy  of  Front  Line  Trench  Map 
for  "  C  "  Company  Sector. 

After  evening  Stand -To,  I  go  down  the  Front  Line 
Trench  revising  and  correcting  my  original  rough  copy 
for  final  Map.  Wind-up  occasionally  when  whizzbangs 
are  fired  in  my  direction.  On  the  whole  the  night  is 
startlingly  quiet. 

Finally  I  arrive  at  Company  Headquarters  and  find 
there  Captain  C.,  Frith  and  the  O.C,  Platoon  that  is 
relieving  Frith 's  Platoon.  I  complete  my  Map,  which 
is  duly  criticized  and  corrected  by  Chichester  and  Frith  : 
and  return  with  Frith  to  No.  10  Platoon  Dugout. 

We  then  wait  for  Relieving  Platoon.  They  do  not 
arrive  until  somewhat  upon  Midnight.  Relief  com- 
pleted, I  follow  in  rear  of  Platoon  and  we  find  our  way 
down  to  the  entrance  of  the  9  mile  Communication 
Trench  called  Mary  Avenue  (Boj^eau  de  Gland).  My 
feet  are  in  rotten  condition  and  the  journey  is  simply 
torture.  I  persuade  men  not  to  fall  out  and  have 
recourse  to  Brandy  in  my  Pocket  Flask.  By  midnight 
we  are  still  in  the  Communication  Trench. 


Fevrier  2.    Vendredi.    Purification. 

After  the  end  of  Mary  Avenue  we  cross  to  Fascine 
Road  and  the  journey  onward  becomes  terrible.  We 
come  very  near  our  Artillery,  and  the  flashes  of  the 
explosions  are  blinding,  as  the  succeeding  report  is 
terrific. 

We  strike  into  the  road  that  Sylvester  and  I 
traversed  six  days  ago.  Our  pace  is  a  very  slow  walk 
and  our  formation  a  stumbling  straggle,  dimly  resem- 
bling Column  of  Fours.  Frith  walks  at  the  head,  I 
at  the  tail  of  the  Platoon  and  we  fall  out  twice  on  the 
right  of  the  road. 

At  about  3.30  we  get  to  the  Transport  Line  below 
the  great  precipice  crescent,  and  obtain  hot  tea  and  soup, 
which  had  been  prepared.  Starting  again  for  last  time. 
we  reach  Camp  18  in  about  an  hour's  time,  where  after 
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seeing  the  men  into  their  huts,  we  find  refreshment 
awaiting  us  in  the  Mess.  I  see  Hartmann  and  find  my 
valise,  turning  in  at  6  o'clock  a.m.  We  rise  again  in 
time  to  start  off  for  Camp  13  at  12.30  p.m.  Another 
wretched  walk  through  Bray-sur-Somme.  Camp  13 
is  reached  at  about  4.  Padre  Halet,  whom  I  had  seen 
in  the  morning,  joins  us  here.  My  valise  arrives  and 
I  get  unto  me  a  servant.  Bed  at  10.  I  write  to  Mother 
and  burn  my  Service  Cap  accidentally. 


Fevrler.  3.    Samedi.    S.  Blaise. 

This  morning  we  do  not  rise  until  a  gloriously  late 
hour — about  10  a.m.  After  brekker,  I  dress  myself 
and  take  part  in  a  Rifle  Inspection  of  "  C  "  Company 
with  Frith  and  Hartmann.  After  this  I  manage  to 
get  a  wash  in  icy  cold  water.  Oh,  the  joy  of  such  a 
wash  after  being  cut  off  from  one  for  six  days  (this  is 
the  first  since  I  first  left  Camp  18  with  Sylvester).  Then 
I  make  a  hasty  examination  of  myself  in  a  looking 
glass  and  almost  give  way  to  despair.  My  face  is  a  mass 
of  blackheads,  so  is  my  neck.  My  teeth  and  ears 
are  absolutely  filthy  and  there  is  a  three  days'  growth 
of  beard  on  my  face.  My  hair  is  thick,  matted  and  full 
of  scurf.  Also  I  feel  louzy.  Eheu  ! 

In  the  afternoon  there  is  a  Battalion  Parade  for 
Promulgation  of  Court  Martial,  and  then  Frith, 
Hartmann  and  I  visit  Divisional  Canteen.  During 
our  return  Frith  says  that  shortly  before  I  joined  the 
Battalion,  the  General  went  round  the  Trenches  and 
declared  that  the  part  of  the  line  held  by  "  C  "  (Front 
Line)  was  the  worst  for  exposure  along  the  whole  front. 

A  letter  from  Harold  Makins.  My  pack  arrives 
with  my  shaving  things,  etc.,  from  the  Transport.  I 
ask  the  Padre  for  a  Mass  to-morrow  :  and  clean  my 
teeth. 


Fevrier  4.    Dimanche.    Septuagesime. 

Rise  late,  wash  in  hot  water  and  shave,  using  Mrs. 
A's  parting  present  of  a  water-heater  for  shaving. 
"  Stout  work,"  as  Chich  would  say. 

Late  for  Brekker  and  I  manage  to  get  only  some 
tea,  bread  and  jam.  Then  I  go  down  to  the  Company, 
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to  help  Frith  with  Church  Parade.  I  inspect  Rear 
Rank  of  Company.  Service  is  in  one  of  the  huts  with 
no  seats  and  a  box  for  the  Padre  to  stand  on.  The  C.O., 
Major  and  Captains  are  present,  as  well  as  the  Subs. 
The  Padre  wears  a  beautiful  diaphanous  silk  cassock 
and  a  silk  surplice,  both  invented  for  portability  (Mow- 
bray's). 

The  Service  is  very  simple,  being  a  faint  resemblance 
to  the  Morning  Office  with  the  Creed,  etc.,  left  out. 

Immediately  after  the  conclusion  and  dismissal  of 
Parade,  there  is  the  Holy  Communion  in  another  hut, 
quite  bare,  with  a  little  portable  altar  set  somewhere 
down  the  centre  toward  the  East.  Major  Waddy, 
Frith,  I,  Gould,  Holderness  and  some  men  attend.  We 
stand  until  the  Confession,  kneeling  for  the  remainder 
of  the  Service.  What  a  wonderful  and  sustaining  joy 
is  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

I  go  to  the  Divisional  Canteen  and  get  chocolates, 
etc.  Foot-washing  and  Rum  Issue  of  the  Company : 
censor  letters.  Four  letters  from  Mother  and  one  from 
Ruth. 


Fevrier  5.    Lundi.    Ste.  Agathe. 

I  am  Orderly  Officer  to-day.  Rise  at  7.45  a.m. 
Company  Parade  at  9  a.m.  Then  P.T.  and  Arms  Drill 
on  plateau  above  Camp.  An  orderly  arrives,  sum- 
moning me  to  the  Orderly  Room,  where  Major  Waddy 
gives  me  an  Imprest  for  13,805  francs.  I  cross  the 
fields  to  the  Road  and  get  into  Etineham  (where  I 
find  the  Field  Cashier)  by  Transport  Lorry.  I  return, 
after  regaining  main  Road  from  Bray  to  Bel-aire  Station 
— for  Etineham  lies  on  a  by-way — in  same  way,  getting 
back  at  1.5  p.m. 

After  Lunch  I  go  with  Chich  to  Doctor,  who  dresses 
my  heels — at  last,  thank  Heavens, — and  then  climb  to 
Orderly  Room  and  hand  cash  to  Major  Waddy. 

After  censoring  some  letters,  I  mount  Guard  at 
4  p.m.  and  dismiss  Old  Guard,  with  R.S.M.  on  Parade. 
Then  Tea,  after  which  I  help  Hartmann  pay  out  to  the 
Company  and  at  5.30  p.m.  I  myself,  with  the  Bugle 
Major  pay  out  to  Headquarters  (R.Q.M.S.,  Signallers, 
etc.)  and  although  2305  francs  pass  through  my  hands, 
no  mistake  is  made,  and  I  am  congratulated  by  the 
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Bugle  Major  who  contrasts  to-day's  result  with  those 
which  usually  take  place  when  the  Adjutant  pays. 

After  this  I  get  my  heels  re-dressed.  At  9  I  attend 
Staff  Parade  :  and  proceed  to  inspect  Sentries  and  Guard 
and  see  Lights  Out. 


Fevrier  6.    Mardi.    Ste.  Dorothee. 

Late  rise  again.  I  rush  through  Brekker.  Neither 
Chich  nor  Frith  are  on  Parade,  the  former  going  to 
Corbey  in  the  C.O's.  car,  for  a  bathe — the  C.O.  going 
on  Leave — and  the  latter  taking  a  party  into  Bray 
for  a  bathe — to-day  is  a  Bathing  Parade  of  the  Bat- 
talion. Hartmann  and  I  take  the  Company  in  P.T., 
and  just  as  the  hour  is  up,  an  orderly  arrives  with  a 
message  requiring  one  subaltern  Officer  from  "  C  ' 
Company  to  attend  a  Court  of  Enquiry  to  be  held  at 
10.45  in  the  Mess.  I  report  duly  and  after  the  President 
of  the  Court  (Capt.  Tanner)  has  shaved  and  dressed  it 
assembled,  the  two  Members  being  Danberry  (Lt.) 
and  myself  (2/Lt.)  The  Court,  having  assembled, 
adjourns  for  refreshment  (sloe  gin)  and  then  recommences 
its  sitting.  The  case  is  that  of  Pte.  Denman,  G.,  who 
was  scalded  yesternight  in  Headquarters  Hut,  while 
sitting  by  a  fire  and  rubbing  his  bare  left  foot.  A 
canteen  on  the  brazier  tips  over.  There  are  three 
witnesses  as  well  as  Denman  himself  and  the  Court  finds 
the  occurrence  entirely  due  to  accidental  causes. 

In  afternoon  I  read.  Two  letters  arrive  from 
Mother,  one  from  Geoff,  and  one  from  Buggins,  the 
latter  written  from  3  I.B.D. 


Fevrier  7.    Mereredi.    S.  Romuald. 

Rise  this  morning  at  7.15  a.m.  and  dress  hurriedly 
to  take  the  P.T.  Parade  of  "  C  "  Company.  I  go  down 
to  the  Company  Hut  and  there  Sergeant  Pillinger  tells 
me  that  all  the  Company  is  for  Fatigues  except  the 
Lewis  Gunners  and  Bombers  and  they  had  already 
gone  up  the  hill.  I  climb  slowly,  being  still  lame  and 
arrive  just  in  time  to  dismiss  the  Parade. 

Returning  I  wash  and  go  in  to  Brekker.  The 
meals  are  improving  and  the  tea  is  quite  drinkable  to-day. 
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The  Company  being  still  on  Fatigue,  there  is  no 
Parade  at  9  a.m.,  but  latey  I  accompany  Chich  and 
Frith  around  the  hut  of  the  Company  as  they  do  the 
round  of  inspection.  In  afternoon  I  write  and  censor 
letters.  I  write  to  Ruth  and  to  Hoskings,  the  latter 
act  according  to  Geoff's  suggestion  put  forward  in  his 
last  letter. 

The  afternoon  post  brings  two  glorious  epistles, 
from  the  Royal  Majesty  and  the  Princess.  I  visit  the 
Divisional  Canteen.  There  is  a  glorious  orange  and 
emerald  sunset  across  the  snow  flats,  country  which 
reminds  me  of  the  background  of  the  picture  in  Mother's 
bedroom,  "  A  French  Peasant  Woman  going  to  Xmas 
Mass."  I  reply  to  the  Princess's  Epistle  and  start  a 
letter  to  the  Royal  Majesty. 


Fevrier  8.    Jeudi.    S.  Jean  de  Matha. 

After  Brekker  I  go  to  the  Company,  which  (I  being 
the  first  Officer  to  arrive)  is  called  to  attention,  and 
announced  by  the  Sergeant  Major  as  being  present. 
Hartmann  follows  me  and  then  Frith.  I  had  gone  back 
at  Hartmann 's  suggestion,  to  the  Officers'  Mess  to  ask 
Chich  if  we  were  to  carry  on  with  Arms  Drill,  but  just 
as  I  arrive,  Chich  is  issuing  orders  re  "  carrying  on  " 
to  Frith.  "  We  "  do  Arms  Drill  until  10,  when  Chich 
gives  a  short  talk  on  March  Signals  and  Discipline  and 
then  at  10.15  we  fall  out  for  "  quarter  of  an  hour  " 
until  10.45  when  we  reassemble  for  a  Route  March 
by  Companies 

During  the  break,  Chich  asks  me  if  my  foot  is  fit  for 
a  March,  advising  me  to  say  so  if  it  is  not — so  I  ask 
permission  of  him  to  fall  out,  which  he  gives  more  or  less 
grudgingly.  There  is  no  sympathy  for  a  sick  man  in 
the  Army, — he  is  at  once  "  despised  and  rejected  " — at 
least,  unfortunately  in  many  cases  not  rejected,  but  very 
much  despised  all  the  same. 

After  half  an  hour,  I  visit  the  Doctor,  who  dresses 
and  bandages  my  feet,  advising  me  to  take  off  my  boots 
and  spend  my  time  lying  on  my  bed.  I  am  first  Officer 
on  Parade  in  afternoon  and  Frith  gives  a  lecture  on 
"  Discipline  and  Trench  Routine,"  but  Chich  turns  up 
and  orders  me  to  do  as  the  Doctor  said  (the  Doctor 
having  spoken  to  him  aside)  so  I  lie  down. 
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Fevrier  9.    Vendredi.    Ste.  Apolline. 

When  I  go  down  to  the  Company  this  morning, 
Chich  had  already  arrived,  and  he  at  once  sends  me  back 
to  lie  down  :  so  I  return  to  Mess,  remove  my  boots  and 
finish  "  Laddie  "  (by  Gene  Stratton-Porter.)  I  put 
my  boots  on  again  for  lunch  and  do  not  remove  them 
again  until  I  go  to  bed. 

Just  before  dinner,  Chich  asks  me  if  I  had  my  feet 
dressed  to-day  and  when  I  say  "  No  "  he  says  "  How 
perfectly  absurd  !  "  and  is  very  angry. 

At  tea  I  get  a  letter  from  Mother  and  at  dinner,  the 
Doctor  hands  me  one  which  proves  to  be  from  Perry. 

After  Dinner  I  sit  round  a  fire  with  Hill,  Holderness 
and  others  and  the  two  inform  me  that  I  am  to  go  with 
them  to  the  next  Divisional  School. 

My  cold  is  much  worse,  my  system  is  upset  and  I 
feel  generally  rotten. 

Fevrier  10.    Samedi.    Ste.  Scholastique. 

I  determine  to  enjoy  the  somewhat  questionable 
luxury  of  a  long  stay  in  bed  this  morning,  so  I  miss 
Brekker,  eating  only  a  hard  ration  biscuit  or  two  and 
some  of  Herepath's  chocolate  biscuits.  At  about  10.30 
I  wash  and  shave.  Before  lunch  I  go  over  to  the 
Doctor  and  get  my  heels  scraped  and  dressed. 

At  2.45  p.m.  I  again  have  my  heels  dressed,  this  time 
by  the  Sergeant  of  the  Medical  Dept. 

I  amuse  myself  to-day  by  illustrating  the  poem 
which  I  composed  yesterday  to  send  to  Midas  :  "  And 
ever  to  be  conciliatory?" 

My  heels  are  again  inspected  and  dressed  by  the 
Doctor  at  7. 

Drake,  Card  (on  leave)  and  Holderness,  who  were 
up  till  now  in  the  Dorsets,  are  transferred  to  the  Somer- 
sets (vide  Battn.  Orders.) 

Tomorrow  the  Battalion  is  to  move  to  Camp  17. 


Fevrier  11.    Dimanche.    Sexage'sime. 

After  an  early  lunch  (Noon,  12  )  the  Battalion  moves 
off  from  Camp  13  to  Camp  17.  The  morning  had  been 
spent  in  packing.  The  Doctor  kindly  gives  up  his  horse 


to  me,  as  I  am  unable  to  march  and  Major  Waddy  details 
me  to  march  a  Party  of  Sore-footed  to  Camp  17.  This 
party  parades  outside  the  Guard  Room  at  1.15  p.m.,  and 
we  follow  the  last  Company  ( "H  ")  out  of  Camp  13. 

I  have  a  high  old  time  with  the  Doctor's  horse,  which 
is  a  most  quiet  beast,  but  cannot  understand  me,  and 
begins  to  go  round  in  circle? .  lam  rescued  by  the  groom, 
however,  and  get  along  pretty  well,  tiding  at  the  rear  of 
the  party  to  let  the  sore-footed  set  the  pace. 

The  Transport  quickly  overtakes  me  and  other 
parties  and  Regiments  also  pass.  We  jog  quietly  along, 
falling  out  10  minutes  to  each  hour,  and  so  pass  through 
Bray  and  then  Suzanne.  By  the  time  Camp  17  is 
reached  some  of  my  men  are  about  done,  but  all  are 
"  safely  gathered  in  "  fortunately. 

I  get  tea  and  set  my  servant  to  find  my  valise  and 
get  my  bed  ready.  Sylvester  is  with  us,  and  after  tea  he, 
Hartmann  and  I  go  off  on  a  theft  expedition  and  steal  a 
stove,  chimney,  benches,  etc.  We  set  up  the  stove  in 
the  Sleeping  Place  and  light  a  wood  fire.  I  come  in  very 
late  to  Mess,  having  had  my  heels  dressed  at  7.30  p.m. 

A  parcel  and  letter  come  from  Mother  at  tea-time. 

Major  Waddy  asks  about  my  heels  after  Mess. 
Sylvester  is  tight  and  makes  a  deuce  of  a  row. 

Fevrier  12.    Lundi.    Ste.  Eulalie. 

Rise  late,  breakfast,  wash,  shave,  and  get  my  foot 
dressed.  I  find  a  book  :  "  The  Threshold  of  the  Catholic 
Church  "  (Bagshawe)  and  read  it.  I  think  it  belongs  to 
Spackman. 

After  lunch  Chich  wants  me  for  some  light  duty 
but  the  Doctor  says  I  am  to  lie  on  my  bed  and  not  walk 
about.  Sylvester  uses  me  and  my  knife  to  help  improve 
the  stove  and  chimney,  and  of  course  both  Chich  and 
Major  Waddy  come  along  and  see  me  ! 

I  opened  Mother's  parcel  this  morning — Hankies, 
Ginger  cookies,  Torch  refills,  diary,  apples,  etc. 

After  tea,  Doctor  sees  me  lying  on  my  bed  with  my 
boots  on  and  gets  a  bit  angry,  I  think.  He  reminds  me 
that  he  ordered  me  to  lie  on  my  bed  with  my  boots  off. 
To-day  I  have  had  my  feet  dressed  four  times. 

Last  night  Paul  (Adjutant)  and  Card  arrive  from  On 
Leave.  Tonight  Gabell  comes  from  Hospital. 

I  write  to  Mother.  Major  Waddy  turns  Eric  Frith 
out  of  bed  just  after  he  gets  in. 
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Fevrier  13.    Mardi.    S.  Le'zin. 

I  write  to  Midas,  Buggins,  and  Dudley  Tetelesmenos. 
At  teatime  a  letter  comes  from  Fritz. 

A  piano  is  brought  into  the  Mess  after  tea  and  just 
before  Mess,  I  strum  at  it  a  bit.  After  dinner  Major  Wad- 
dy  summons  me  and  asks  me  to  play.  I  do  Beethoven, 
Slow  Movement,  Sonata  Pathetique,  When  other 
Lips  "  Waltz,  The  Movement  Musical,  Scherzo  Caprice, 
Berceuse,  etc.  Unfortunately  I  can  play  no  Ragtime  or 
similar  music. 

Padre  Halet  takes  my  place  at  the  piano,  and  soon 
there  is  a  crowd  around  him  singing  "  Another  little 
drink  won't  do  us  any  harm,"  etc.  After  roaring  lustily 
with  Sylvester,  the  Doctor,  Paul  (the  Adjutant),  Frith, 
and  others  for  a  bit,  I  go  into  the  Sleeping  Place  and 
sitting  down  next  to  Axtell  (who  is  in  bed  with  a  cold  and 
very  restless)  talk  to  "  Billy  "  Card  about  Amiens 
Rheims,  Carcassonne,  Seville,  Cordova,  Laon,  Albi, 
Strasbourg,  Milan,  Chartres,  Rouen,  and  other  cities  of 
Romance. 

Card  was  at  Sherborne  and  Pembroke,  Oxford  :  and 
is  most  awfully  interesting.  I  was  always  taken  with 
him.  He  is  occupying  Holderness's  bed,  the  latter 
having  gone  to  Hospital  with  a  cold. 


Fevrier  14.    Mercredi.    S.  Valentin. 

Last  night,  before  and  after  we  had  generally  gone 
to  bed,  Sylvester,  who  was  tight,  made  the  deuce  of  a 
row,  accusing  the  Padre  and  the  Doctor  of  being  drunk, 
and  wishing  to  discuss  the  "  Higher  Love  "  with  Major 
Waddy,  who  got  quite  angry  with  the  noise. 

This  morning,  before  we  get  up,  Spackman,  Hill  and 
I  are  served  with  writs,  which  notify  us  to  have  our  Kits 
ready  outside  the  Orderly  Room  to  set  forth  for  the  4th 
Divisional  School  at  10.30  a.m. 

After  we  have  sung  a  little,  the  Padre  being  at  the 
piano,  I  get  my  feet  dressed  and  say  Good-bye  to  the 
Doctor.  After  yelling  a  farewell  "  Cheer-ho  "  to  the 
Padre,  we  set  out  on  foot  for  Bray-sur-Somme  where 
we  buy  provisions  in  addition  to  those  we  bring  from  the 
Mess,  and  get  on  the  Train. 
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This  starts  punctually  at  2  p.m.  (due  to  depart  at 
1  p.m.)  and  we  pass  through  Corbley.  At  5  p.m.  I  look 
forth  from  our  cattle  truck  and  behold  Amiens  Cathedral 
standing  up  fair  and  beautiful  against  the  pale  sunset 
sky. 

There  are  a  West  Yorkshire  Regt.  Officer,  some  from 
the  Hampshire  Regt.  and  Machine  Gun  Corps  with  us  in 
the  truck,  which  also  carries  our  Kits  and  servants. 
Strictly  against  regulations  we  get  a  brazier  going  and 
have  lunch  and  tea  successively  in  due  time.  My 
servant,  Takle,  chivalrously  sticks  up  for  feminine  virtue. 

We  arrive  at  Romescamp  at  11  p.m.  and  there  dis- 
cover that  we  ought  to  have  got  out  at  Amiens,  which  is 
now  miles  away.  We  remove  our  Kits  and  betake  our- 
selves to  the  Waiting  Room,  where  many  officers 
congregate. 


Fevrier  15.    Jeudi.    S.  Faustin. 

Spackman,  Simpson  and  I  laid  out  our  Valises  in  the 
Waiting  Room,  and  more  or  less  slept  in  them  last  night. 
At  9  a.m.  we  rise  and  dress  and  Spackman  and  Simpson 
wash  and  shave.  I  go  down  to  the  French  Can  tine  a 
little  way  distant  from  Romescamp  station  and  out  of  a 
wretched  hovel  of  a  kitchen  a  delicious  omelette  is  manu- 
factured for  me. 

Stevens,  just  coming  from  the  Divisional  School  to 
rejoin  the  1st  Somersets,  accosts  me  and  we  chat.  He 
was  with  Eberle  and  Joscelyne  in  the  same  Company 
of  their  Cadet  Battn.  at  Cambridge. 

Hill  and  I  do  a  bread,  cheese,  butter  and  coffee  lunch 
at  the  Can  tine. 

We  get  on  our  Train  at  about  2.15  p.m.  (it  is  due  to 
start  at  2)  and  have  tea  in  due  time.  At  about  7  p.m. 
we  leave  Romescamp  and  get  under  way.  We  stop  at 
Longpres  where  several  of  us  get  out  and  the  train  goes 
on  without  James  and  Simpson's  servant,  the  latter, 
however,  actually  meeting  us  at  Abbeville  station  when 
we  arrived  :  having  taken  another  train  and  passed  us  on 
the  way. 

This  morning  in  the  waiting  room  at  Romescamp  I 
revised  the  Meditation  (for  the  Office  of  the  Remem- 
brance) which  I  composed  on  the  llth  of  this  month. 
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We  arrived  at  Abbeville  at  about  11  p.m.  and 
Andrewes,  Hill,  Colson  and  other  officers,  myself  in- 
cluded, set  out  down  the  utterly  dark  and  deserted  streets, 
where  our  voices  and  laughter  ring  strangely.  We  pass 
a  tall  dark  Church,  cross  and  recross  the  Square  and 
finally  find  what  we  sought,  the  Officers'  Club. 

Here  they  will  only  take  three  officers,  however,  so 
Colson,  Simpson  and  I  make  our  way  to  the  Hotel  de 
France  where  we  get  beds.  By  this  time  it  is  1  o'clock 
of  Friday  early  morn. 


Fevrier  16.    Vendredi     S.  Onesime. 

Awakened  at  10  a.m.  by  a  huge  pounding  on 
door.  Simpson,  Colson  and  various  French  females 
outside  try  to  get  in.  I  resist. 

After  some  meditation  I  rise,  wash  in  cold  water, 
shave,  dress  and  sally  forth.  After  paying  for  my  bed, 
I  go  down  to  the  British  Officers'  Club  :  and  thence  Hill, 
I  and  others  set  out  for  the  station  just  as  the  Angelus  is 
ringing  noon.  The  Church  which  I  saw  last  night  is  St. 
Vulfran's  and  as  much  of  it  as  exists  is  very  fine,  parti- 
cularly the  two  towers  and  West  Front. 

Andrewes  has  arranged  this  morning  for  Motor 
Transports  to  take  us  and  our  Equipage  to  Oisemont 
where  is  the  4th  Div.  School.  We  return  to  Club  for 
Lunch,  and  I  and  another  officer  make  a  good  one.  I  buy 
"  Le  Pere  Amable  "  (Guy  de  Maupassant)  and  we  go 
down  to  the  station  once  more  :  having  packed  our  Kits 
and  seen  everything  completed,  we  mount  our  Char-a- 
bancs  and  set  out  at  3  p.m.,  arriving  about  an  hour  after 
in  Oisemont. 

Hill,  Spackman  and  I  get  into  a  fine  Billet  together. 
Nice  rooms  and  Madame  is  charming.  Tea  is  at  the 
Mess  and  then  we  go  down  to  the  Ante-room,  which  is 
opposite  the  Church  and  is  a  room  of  Madame  Seclet's 
House.  Madame  Seclet,  a  nice  old  lady,  keeps  a  good 
Wineshop  :  her  kitchen  is  spacious  and  cosy. 

After  drinks,  Spackman  and  I  return  to  Billet  and 
wash  :  and  give  instructions  to  our  servants.  Dinner  in 
Mess  at  7.30  and  afterwards  the  Adjutant  gives  us  our 
information  necessary.  To  the  Ante-room  once  more, 
then  we  return  to  our  Billet  at  9  p.m.  and  retire. 

Parade  tomorrow  is  at  9  a.m. — Sam  Browne  belts. 
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Fevrler  17.    Samedi.    S.  Th&dule. 

Thaw  sets  in  in  earnest. 

To-day  Spackman  is  School  Orderly  Officer.  Hill 
and  I  rise  late  and  are  just  in  time  for  breakfast. 
McGibney,  the  officer  who  lunched  with  me  in  Abbeville, 
at  the  British  Officers'  Club,  gets  none. 

Parade  is  at  9  a.m.  There  are  four  classes,  two  for 
Officers  and  two  for  N.C.O.s.  Spackman,  Hill  and  I  are 
Numbers  1,  2  and  3  of  the  First  Class.  At  Brekker  I 
arrange  to  take  Hill's  place  as  Orderly  Officer  tomorrow, 
he  going  to  Abbeville . 

After  the  Adjutant  has  completed  the  reading  of 
Instructions,  we  are  marched  off  (Nos.  1  and  2  Classes  as 
one  body)  to  field  below  village,  where  we  do  Preliminary 
and  Saluting  Drill  :  Judging  Distance  and  Fire  Orders 
(under  Major  Macmullen),  and  Extended  Order  Drill, 
under  the  Adjutant.  In  the  breaks  the  C.O.  comes 
round  and  chats  with  us  :  a  charming  man.  We  break 
off  for  the  day  at  12.30  p.m. 

At  Lunch  I  find  a  Parcel  with  Socks  for  me.  At 
2.30  p.m.  the  people  going  to  Abbeville  leave  on  a 
Transport.  I  go  into  the  Church  and  look  round.  It  is 
market  day  to-day  and  peasant  women  come  in  and  light 
candles  and  pray.  Outside  there  are  booths  and  bustle. 

Spackman  and  I  spend  afternoon  in  our  billet,  in 
Monsieur's  office,  Monsieur  being  apparently  an  In- 
surance Agent  :  anyhow  his  fire  is  warm.  Madame  sits 
in  the  kitchen  sewing,  and  I  try  to  impress  a  little  girl  of 
five  with  sweets.  Otherwise  I  start  a  letter  to  Mother. 
Suddenly  a  little  boy  comes  in  from  the  Kitchen,  and  in 
the  prettiest  way  comes  straight  up  to  Spackman  and 
me,  puts  his  arms  round  our  necks  and  kisses  us. 

I  accompany  Spackman  on  Tattoo  Parade  and  we 
return  to  our  billet  together. 

Fevrier.  18.    Dimanche.    Quinquagesime. 

School  Orderly  Officer. 

This  morning  Takle  does  not  call  me  until  7.30,  so 
I  dress  in  a  great  hurry  without  washing  and  shaving  and 
hurry  off  to  the  Maine,  outside  of  which  I  am  to  meet 
my  Orderly  Sergeant  (Corporal-Major  —  —  of  the  House- 
hold Cavalry).  I  discover,  however,  that  on  Sunday 
Breakfasts  are  not  inspected  until  8.15.  After  seeing 
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the  Breakfasts — "No  Complaints  "—I  return  to  my 
Billet  and  wash  and  shave.  After  Brekker,  Spackman 
and  I  go  to  the  M.O.,  who  dresses  my  feet  :  I  then  go  into 
the  Church,  which  has  a  Norman  West  Door,  reminding 
me  of  similar  doorways  in  village  Churches  in  the  West 
Country.  Missa  Cantata  is  in  progress,  the  Gospel 
finished  and  the  Sermon  about  to  commence.  After  the 
sermon  the  Credo,  during  which  the  Collection  is  taken 
and  blessed  bread  distributed  :  I  take  a  piece.  Mass  is 
followed  by  Benediction. 

In  the  afternoon  I  write  to  Mother  and  Katharine. 
Outside  the  sun  shines,  the  moist  air  is  clear  and  fresh 
and  the  sky  blue.  Cocks  are  crowing  in  the  distance 
and  there  is  a  great  peace. 

At  5  o'clock  I  censor  letters  and  am  assisted  by 
Wright.  The  last  letter  of  all  is  sealed,  but  upon  being 
opened,  proves  to  have  been  written  by  a  French  girl  to 
a  soldier  in  the  1  /Warwicks .  Wright  says  he  thinks  he 
knows  who  is  the  writer,  so  we  go  round  to  an  Estaminet 
with  James,  and  sure  enough,  the  surmise  is  correct. 
James,  who  knows  French,  explains  to  the  poor  little  girl 
that  she  cannot  write  thus  through  the  Field  Post  Office. 

At  Mess  I  wear  my  Sam  Browne.  To-day  I  drank 
a  Benedictine.  Spackman  and  I  sit  with  our  Host  and 
Hostess  until  Staff  Parade.  (9.30  p.m.) 

Lights  Out  at  10  p.m. 

Fevrier  19.    Lundi.    S.  Gabin. 

To-day  Hill  takes  my  place  as  Orderly  Officer.  We 
start  the  morning  with  Inspection,  Marching  Off  and 
Arms  Drill.  After  a  lecture  on  open  Warfare  "  The 
Attack  "  by  Major  Macmullen  in  La  Caisee,  we  go  back 
to  the  field,  all  four  Classes  (Officers  and  N.C.O.  Students) 
and  do  an  Attack  Scheme.  The  Adjutant  ticks  off  Hill 
and  myself  for  being  "  lack-a-daisical  "  and  takes  our 
names,  as  Soward  tells  us  later.  The  C.O.,  Lt.  Col 
Green,  rags  us  all  for  a  slovenly  exhibition.  Spackman 
is  seized  with  faintness. 

After  Lunch  Major  Macmullen  takes  us  with  the 
Prismatic  Compass  and  at  6  p.m.  the  C.O.  gives  us  a  lect- 
ure on  discipline. 

To-day  I  had  a  letter  and  a  card  from  Mother  (the 
letter  enclosing  a  card  from  H.  G.  Wyatt,  a  view  of  the 
interior  of  S.  Georges-de-Boscherville);  two  parcels  from 
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Home,  containing  books,  sweets,  cup,  plate,  spoons, 
cake,  brandy,  etc.  ;  and  a  letter  from  Vernon  Hallam 
forwarded  from  Bridgwater,  with  a  photograph  of  him- 
self enclosed.  I  see  from  the  shoulder-badges  that  he 
and  Wright  are  in  the  same  Regiment  :  and  on  enquiry, 
I  discover  that  Wright  knows  Hallam  and  they  were  in 
the  same  battalion  at  Turtle  Bridge. 
I  buy  cards  of  Oisemont. 

Fevrier  20.    Mardi.    Mardi-Gras. 

I  am  Class  Orderly  Officer  to-day.  Andrewes  is 
School  Orderly  Officer,  and  as  he  is  taking  several  cheque 
books  to  the  Field  Cashier  I  give  him  £3  in  notes  to  change 
into  French  Money. 

In  the  morning,  after  Drill,  the  Attack  Scheme  of 
yesterday  is  repeated,  with  the  objective  hidden  from 
view  :  i.e.  movements  necessarily  depend  upon  infor- 
mation of  our  scouts.  I  am  O.C.  Left  Supports  (No.  1 
Class). 

In  the  afternoon  we  go  down  the  road  past  the  Rail- 
way Station,  cross  the  rails,  and  assemble  in  a  field  at  an 
old  windmill.  After  the  arrival  of  the  C.O.  and  Major 
Macmullen,  we  take  Compass  Bearings  and  check  vari- 
ations of  our  compasses. 

I  return  to  my  Billet  and  seek  Madame,  whom  I  find 
in  the  Kitchen  seated  by  the  fire  and  nursing  the  little 
boy  who  is  wrapped  in  a  shawl.  She  explains  that  he 
has  a  bad  throat.  I  ask  if  I  can  have  my  boots  dried  : 
and  Takle,  after  I  have  removed  them,  takes  them  down 
(Takle  used  to  live  in  Bridgwater,  in  Union  Street  :  his 
home  is  now  in  Bristol  :  I  censor  some  letters  for  him). 
For  tea  I  eat  two  slices  of  cake  and  some  Chocolat  aux 
Noisettes  Entieres.  I  lie  down,  feeling  sleepy,  until  my 
hot  water  is  brought  at  6.45  p.m. 

Spackman  and  I,  after  dinner,  return  at  once  to 
our  Billet  and  enquire  of  Madame  :  "  Comment  va  le 
petit  ?  "  She  says  he  has  bronchitis.  I  write  a  letter 
to  Harry  Wyatt. 

Fevrier  21.     Mercredi.    Cendres. 

The  weather  here  is  now  moist  and  not  very  cold  : 
the  ground  muddy.  After  Drill  we  break  up  into  parties 
and  march  on  Compass  Beatings.  I  am  one  of  a  party 
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including  the  two  Machine  Gun  Officers,  "  Lensatie,"  and 
Drew.  We  go  off  down  the  road,  pass  a  shrine  and  enter 
a  cart  track  across  the  country.  After  a  while  we  come 
across  the  body  of  a  she-fox,  almost  warm,  in  splendid 
condition  and  with  a  magnificent  brush.  The  body  is  not 
"  worried  "  nor  is  there  any  shot  mark,  and  we  wonder 
what  was  the  cause  of  death,  which  must  have  taken 
place  last  night.  One  of  the  M.G.  Officers  ("  Napoleon  ") 
covets  the  brush,  so  he  and  Lensatie  remove  it.  We 
reach  an  old  Windmill,  from  which  our  bearing  is  to  be 
taken,  at  about  11.40  a.m.  and  turn  aside  into  a  farm- 
house near  by  for  a  cafe*-au-lait,  "bread  and  butter  :  for 
which  we  pay  5  francs,  which  the  bonne  dame  considers 
"  trop,"  but  is  quite  happy. 

We  commence  to  march  by  Compass  on  the 
appointed  bearing  across  a  rise,  a  valley  and  another  rise, 
and  end  up  at  a  windmill  near  a  railway  (3900  yds.) 
though  Leask,  one  of  the  M.G.  Officers  "  chucks  it  "  and 
leaves  us  without  completing  the  journey,  and  returns  to 
Oisemont.  On  our  way  back  to  Oisemont  there  are  hard 
words  between  Drew  and  the  other  M.G.  Officer. 

To  our  relief,  Parade  is  put  off  till  2.30  p.m.,  and  is 
only  a  lecture  by  the  C.O.  At  3.30  Spackman  and  I  go 
to  a  teashop  and  have  tea,  petit  pain ,  omelettes  and  cakes. 
Pym  and  Rice  (Household  Cavalry  )  come  in  for  tea  also. 

Lecture  at  6  by  Major  Macmullen  on  "  New  Platoon 
Organization."  Spackman  lends  me  a  pair  of  boots,  my 
own  being  wet  through.  After  Dinner  many  of  us  repair 
to  the  Ante-room  and  there  is  a  lively  time  until  10.30  in 
Madame  Seclet's  Kitchen. 

Fevrier  22.    Jeudi.    Ste.  Isabelle. 

Drill  in  the  morning  is  followed  by  an  Attack  Scheme 
carried  out  with  the  new  Platoon  Organization.  The 
servants  are  pressed  into  work,  carrying  flags  to  re- 
present the  barrage  of  our  Artillery.  No.  1  Class  becomes 
the  Lewis  Gun  Section  and  Rifle  Grenadiers.  The 
"  Lewis  Gun  "  is  an  old  stump.  I  am  a  Lewis  Gunner. 

There  is  an  hour's  drill  in  the  afternoon  and  Mess  is 
at  Seven.  I  start  a  letter  to  Fritz  at  about  5  p.m.,  then 
Spackman  comes  into  my  room  and  suggests  that  we  go 
down  and  sit  by  the  stove.  Madame  and  Monsieur  are 
there  in  the  Bureau,  together  with  the  two  kids,  both 
"  malade  "  with  sore  throats  now.  Spackman  and  I  are 
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given  a  glass  of  Malaga  each,  and  Monsieur,  who  also 
takes  a  glass,  clicks  glasses  and  pronounces  :  "  A  votre 
saute". "  I  finish  my  letter  to  Fritz  and  write  one  to 
Geoff. 

Just  as  Mess  is  concluding  (I  had  arrived  late)  Major 
Macmullen  unfolds  his  plans  for  the  night  Ops.  (8-10  p.m. 
"  Marching  by  Compass  ").  We  are  divided  into  four 
parties  (Officers),  mine  including  Hill,  Spackman,  Colson 
and  Andrewes,  with  James  as  O.C.  We  make  an  awful 
hash  of  it  :  having  successful^  commenced  from  the  Hay- 
stack which  is  our  starting  point,  we  come  to  a  track,  as 
the  directions  prophesied.  Sergeant  Scott,  Hill, 
Andrewes  and  Colson  go  off  to  negotiate  leaving  James, 
Spackman  and  me  to  "carry  on  ,"  when  Major  Mac- 
mullen turns  up  and  James  has  to  invent  all  sorts  of 
plausible  excuses.  Eventually  we  recover  the  others  of 
our  party  :  and  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  we  had  gone  far 
astray  from  our  path,  we  got  to  our  correct  destination. 
Major  Macmullen  again  turns  up  and  asks  :  "  What  is 
this  ?  "  "  This  is  "  A  "  party,  sir."  "  Oh,  "  A  "  party. 
Where  is  James  ?  "  To  which  James,  who  is  helping 
with  the  pacing  replies  :  "  Here  I  am,  sir.  But  for  the 
moment  I- 1  cannot  move." 


Fevrier  23.    Vendredi.    S.  Flo  rent. 

During  the  hour  of  Drill  (9-10  a.m.)  this  morning, 
the  weird  old  Magpie  which  haunts  us  continually  on 
the  Drill  Ground  is  more  audacious  than  ever  :  while 
we  are  marching  in  line  with  our  rifles  at  the  slope,  he 
flies  just  above  our  heads,  and  on  one  occasion  tries  to 
perch  on  the  muzzle  of  Hill's  rifle. 

This  morning  the  two  classes  consolidate  a  sector 
of  the  village,  or  rather,  draw  plans  for  consolidation. 
James,  Williamson  (Rifle  Brigade)  and  I  make  up  one 
party.  We  pick  up  our  two  Drill  Sergeants,  go  off  with 
our  prepared  maps  (ready  for  inserting  consolidation 
arrangements),  and  instead  of  making  for  actual  ground, 
we  go  straight  to  the  Boulangerie,  order  tea  and  cake  for 
five,  and  in  an  inner  room  over  tea  and  cake  we  draw  up 
our  consolidation  scheme  with  the  assistance  of  the 
sergeants  !  ! 

After  a  while  we  repair  to  the  ground  itself  and  con- 
firm and  draw  in  our  plans. 
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"  Scales  "  in  the  afternoon  under  Major  Macmullen. 
After  tea  at  Mess,  Pym,  Rice,  Brooks  and  I  go  to  the 
Boulangerie  and  manage  an  omelette  and  more  tea.  A 
Lecture  on  Diseases  at  6  p.m.  by  the  M.O.  I  write  to 
Vernon  Hallam. 


Fevrier  24.    Samedi.     S.  Mathias. 

After  the  Drill-hour  (in  which  Officers  are  called  out 
to  take  their  Classes  in  Arms  and  Squad  Drill,  I  included) 
we  repair  to  the  ground  which  we  "consolidated"  yester- 
day and  go  over  the  various  schemes  with  Lt.-Col.  Green 
and  Major  Macmullen. 

After  Lunch  I  go  to  my  Billet  and  prepare  to  pay  a 
visit  to  Abbeville.  At  25m.  past  2,  I  set  out  with  my 
haversack,  and  find  the  Motor  Lorry  waiting  for  me  : 
So  ward  has  my  pass  ready  for  me,  and  we  set  out. 

Spackman  and  I  go  to  the  Hotel  de  France  and 
engage  a  room  with  two  beds.  Then  we  go  out  and  get 
Simpson's  watch  from  a  jeweller's,  visit  1'Eglise  St.  Vul- 
fran,  have  tea  in  a  small  Patisserie  near  the  Place  and 
inspect  the  shops.  I  buy  a  brooch  of  dull  gold  (a  flying 
Eagle)  for  Mother's  Birthday  present. 

Finally  we  return  to  the  Hotel  and  go  to  the  General 
Room.  At  about  9.30  p.m.  we  retire  to  our  room  and 
go  to  bed,  I  first  having  ordered  a  light  breakfast  to  be 
brought  up  to  our  room  in  the  morning  (we  had  dined  at 
1'Hotel  Tete-de-Boeuf),  I  turn  off  light,  light  my  candle 
and  read  "The  Red  Saint  "  until  2.30. 


Feverir  25.     Dimanche.     Quadragesime. 

Although  I  was  reading  until  so  late  last  night 
(2.30  a.m.)  I  am  the  first  !<•  wake.  I  say  my  prayers  and 
finish  reading  "The  Red  Saint  "  (Warwick  Deeping). 
Breakfast  (Petit  Dejeuner — Cafe-au-lait,  Petit  Pain 
et  Beurre)  is  brought  up  at  9  o'clock.  The  bells  outside 
begin  to  ring.  After  breakfast  we  rise,  wash  and  dress. 

At  about  1 1 .30  we  step  forth  from  1'Hotel  de  France, 
having  left  the  Haversack  and  Parcel  behind  for  the  time 
being  :  and  we  hie  us  unto  1'Eglise  St.  Vulfran,  which  we 
enter  just  as  the  Agnus  Dei  is  being  sung  at  High  Mass. 
The  music  here  is  better  than  is  found  in  a  great  many 
places . 
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Spackman  and  I  lunch  at  the  Tete-de-Boeuf  and 
then  wander  round  to  the  Cinema,  which  is  filled  before 
we  can  get  near  enough  to  buy  tickets.  Wright  and 
Scott  join  us  later  outside  a  bookshop  where  I  go  to  buy 
writing  paper  (where  "  Le  Pere  Amable  " — Guy  de 
Maupassant — was  purchased)  and  we  all  go  to  the  Muse*e, 
which  we  find  is  closed  until  "  nouvelle  ordre."  Thence 
we  go  to  a  decent  Restaurant  and  get  excellent  tea  and 
gateaux.  From  there  Spackman  and  I  go  on  to  the 
Officers'  Club. 

At  9  p.m.,  having  collected  our  traps  from  the  H6tel 
de  France  Spackman  and  I  are  ready  beside  the  Motor 
Lony  that  is  to  take  us  to  Oisemont.  There  is  much 
singing  on  the  drive  back  to  the  village.  Drew  is  fear- 
fully tight.  •• 

Fevrier  26.    Lundi.    S.  Nestor. 

Last  night  Drew,  after  arriving  in  Oisemont,  tumbled 
up  to  the  Officers'  Mess,  and  drunk  as  he  was,  had  a 
whiskey-and-soda.  No-one  could  get  him  out  of  the 
Mess,  and  so  everybody  got  fed  up  and  left  him,  Chapman 
(2/Essex)  and  I  alone  remaining  behind .  Finally  however 
he  got  out  into  the  road,  but  to  our  annoyance  he  was 
seized  with  the  whim  of  going  into  the  Caisse  d'Epargne 
(near  the  Church)  where  our  lectures  are  held,  and 
lecturing.  He  threw  over  forms  and  trestles,  scrawled 
all  over  the  blackboard,  lit  the  lamp,  then  threw  a  hand- 
ful of  chalks  at  the  lamp-glass  and  smashed  it .  Chapman 
(alias  Lensatie)  and  I  followed  him  down  to  his  Billet  and 
left  him. 

This  morning  we  had  Squad  Drill  under  Members, 
Communicating  Drill  :  and  a  Scheme  "  Attack  on  Enemy 
Position  including  Strong  Point  "  which  is  carried  out 
most  excellently,  as  Major  Macmullen  afterwards  informs 
us. 

Afternoon  Parades  cancelled  :  a  Footer  Match  is 
played  between  Officers  and  N.C.O's  of  Classes  :  Kick-off 
at  2.40  p.m.  Result  :  Officers  2  to  nil. 

At  6,  Lt.-Col.  Green  lectures  on  "  Protection."  I 
arrive  a  bit  late. 

I  buy  a  card  of  L'Hospice  of  Oisemont  (on  the 
Abbeville  road)  where,  I  learned,  Edward  III  of  England 
slept  on  the  night  before  the  battle  of  Crecy. 

The  day  has  been  very  lovely,  mild  and  sunny  :  the 
evening  very  peaceful,  with  a  fine  sunset. 
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Fevrier  27.    Mardi.     Ste.  Honorine. 

Members  of  the  two  Officers'  Classes  are  to-day 
called  out  to  drill  both  classes,  united  as  one  Squad,  I 
included  :  and  after  I  have  finished  my  performance,  the 
Adjutant  is  quite  genial  (not  on  any  account  of  mine)  and 
speaks  of  the  probabilities  in  these  days  of  one's  be- 
coming a  Company  Commander,  therefore  one's  voice, 
etc.,  etc. 

Interesting  thought :  Since  Edward  III.  slept  in  Oise- 
mont  the  eve  before  the  battle  of  Cre*cy,  he  probably 
looked  at  or  even  passed  under  the  Norman  West  Door 
(of  the  Church)  which  we  behold  every  day. 

After  Drill  we  go  out  by  Classes  (No.  1  Class  with 
Major  Macmullen)  doing  Tactical  Advance  Guard  prob- 
lems, finishing  with  writing  an  orthodox  message  from 
O.C.  Adv.  Guard  to  O.C.  Main  Body  asking  for  reinforce- 
ments to  effect  dislodgement  of  enemy  from  strong  defen- 
sive rearguard  position. 

We  do  not  return  until  2  p.  m.  We  parade  again  at 
3,  when  a  scheme  of  Battalion  Trench  Attack  for  to- 
morrow is  unfolded  by  Major  Macmullen. 

This  over,  Shaw,  Williamson  and  I  assemble  to  draw 
up  Company  Operation  Orders  for  the  scheme.  The 
Battalion  in  attack  (1st  A.B.  regt.)  has  "C"  Coy. 
(Williamson  Company  Commander)  on  left.  Hill, 
Shaw,  Andrewes  and  I  command  9,  10,  12  and  11 
Platoons.  Cpl.  Hardinge  is  my  "  Platoon  Sergeant." 

I  have  a  bath  in  my  room  in  a  wooden  tub  at  6  p.m. 
and  wash  my  hair. 

Arrears  of  correspondence  turn  up  just  before  dinner, 
including  a  letter  from  Krohn,  written  a  month  ago,  an 
epistle  from  the  Princess,  and  4  letters  from  Mother,  two 
written  to  the  I.B.D.  Also  a  new  cap  arrives  from 
Walters  and  a  magnificent  pair  of  leather  gauntlets,  sent 
by  Mother.  Thus  excited  I  wear  my  Sam  Browne  in 
Mess. 


Fevrier  28.     Mercredi.     S.  Remain . 

Last  night  I  wrote  to  Edmund  Krohn,  asking  him 
if  I  might  make  use  of  his  "  Young  Friendship  "  writing 
in  a  particular  way.  If  so,  I  would  one  day  ask  him  to 
write  it  for  me  on  a  particular  parchment,  and  he  should 
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see  the  use  to  which  I  put  it,  if  he  so  desired.  I  am 
thinking  of  including  it  in  the  Office  of  "  The 
Remembrance." 

After  drill  this  morning  we  carry  out  the  Battalion 
Attack  Scheme  which  we  prepared  for  yesterday.  In  the 
afrernoon  we  "go  over  "  the  attack  and  criticize  the 
Operation  Orders  written  out  by  various  people.  The 
Col.  announces  a  further  and  apparently  final  change  in 
New  Platoon  Organization  just  issued  in  pamphlet  form. 
This  makes  1  Section  Riflemen,  1  Section  Bombers, 
1  Section  Rifle  Grenadiers  and  1  Section  Lewis  Gunners. 

On  my  way  down  to  the  6  o'clock  lecture  ("  Trench 
Warfare  "  by  Capt.  Newnham)  I  noticed  the  whole  of 
the  school  near  my  Billet — "  1'Ecole  Moderne  " — turning 
out  in  procession  and  going  to  the  Church.  After  the 
lecture,  I  go  in  to  the  Church  and  hear  the  "  Laudate 
Dominum  "  sung,  Benediction  seemingly  having  just 
been  given.  A  hymn  with  the  word  "  Soldats  "  re- 
curring in  it  frequently  is  sung,  so  apparently  the  service 
is  one  in  memory  of  those  Oisemont  soldiers  who  were 
killed  some  days  ago. 

Captain  Newnham  arrived  not  many  days  past  and 
is  an  addition  to  the  Staff. 


Mars  1.    Jeudi.    S.  Aubin. 

To-day  Engineering  Week  starts.  After  Morning 
Drill  we  go  off  and  get  picks  and  shovels.  With  these 
we  grind  down  to  the  appointed  place  and  do  Working 
Parties  "under  Fire"  and  "at  Leisure."  Ugh  ! 

In  the  afternoon  more  drill,  followed  by  more  lugging 
about  of  picks  and  shovels.  This  time  we  do  Working 
Parties  for  Strong  Points.  This  continues  till  4.15  p.m. 

I  begin  to  write  a  One  Act  Play  on  the  Princess's 
idea  of  the  King,  Queen,  herself  and  the  Duchess  bringing 
out  the  Palace  Fires  to  warm  "  les  soldats." 

While  I  am  writing  (after  Tea,  for  which  I  bought 
petits  pains  and  took  them,  my  St.  Ivel  Cheese  and  my 
Ivelcon  into  the  Mess)  I  hear  that  I  have  a  large  mail.  I 
go  up  to  the  Mess  and  discover  that  two  parcels  from 
Home  are  awaiting  me  (one  parcel  containing  a  pair  of 
"  K  "  boots)  with  a  letter  from  Mother,  and  a  long  letter 
and  snapshot  from  Hos kings,  both  sent  on  from  No .3 
I.B.D.  ;  a  letter  from  Ruth,  containing  a  card  photograph 
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of  Peabody  in  his  School  O.T.C.  uniform  :  and  a  long, 
long  letter  from  Midas,  containing  a  letter  from  John 
(to  Midas)  with  this  interesting  reference  : 

"  I  have  not  had  a  letter  from  Budd  for  a  long  time  : 
"  I  knew  he  was  at  Crownhill,  Plymouth  and  so  the  first 
"  time  I  went  ashore  here  (i.e.  Devonport)  I  went  there 
"  and  asked  for  him,  only  to  find  he  had  left  for  France 
"the  week  previous.  I  was  angry  at  the  War  Office  I 
"  can  tell  you." 

Mars.  2.    Vendredi.    S.  Simplice. 

No  rifles  this  morning.  We  go  straight  down  across 
the  Parade  Field,  get  shovels  and  pickaxes  and  proceed 
to  dig  a  two-three  hours'  task,  all  classes  taking  part. 
My  task  is  the  last  of  the  Officers'  (No.  1)  Class  and  I 
am  next  to  Williamson.  I  am  absolutely  N.G.  and  after 
I  have  finished  about  half,  Sergeant  Stone,  Hill  and  James 
come  to  my  assistance  and  complete  the  digging  by  Noon. 
The  task  measured  7'  x  4'  x  2'.  It  is  a  very  sunny 
and  warm  morning. 

After  Lunch  I  open  my  two  parcels  and  put  on  my 
new  "K"  boots  and  slacks  (the  boots  fit  me  and  look 
top-hole).  Then  Spackman  and  I  go  down  towards 
Abbeville  and  look  at  the  Hospice  (where  Edward  III 
slept)  and  try  to  see  the  historic  room,  but  "  c'est 
impossible." 

There  is  a  Footer  Match  this  afternoon  and  no 
Parades ,  so  Spackman  and  I  sit  in  my  room  reading  and 
writing.  I  write  a  letter  to  Mother. 

This  afternoon  is  very  lovely,  but  the  twilight  is 
even  lovelier  when  the  deep  silence  is  broken  by  the 
glorious  warbling  of  thrushes.  Yesterday  I  saw  and 
heard  a  lark. 

A  dull  lecture  is  delivered  on  "  Revetments  "  at 
6  o'clock  by  a  Second  Lt.  who  arrived  yesterday.  A 
letter  from  Katharine  informs  me  that  Mother's  Birthday 
is  on  the  Eleventh.  I  pack  the  Eagle  Brooch  to  send 
away. 

Mars.  3.    Samedi.    S.  Marin. 

Much  colder  to-day,  really  frosty.  The  first  hour's 
drill  is  torture  to  exposed  hands,  gripping  the  butt  of 
the  rifle,  etc. 


After  drill  we  go  down  and  do  Revetments  under  the 
R.E.  Officer,  (Second  Lt.).  James,  Simpson,  Chapman 
and  I  revet  the  section  of  trench  which  Williamson  and 
I  dug  yesterday,  with  brushwood. 

In  the  afternoon  I  prepare  to  go  to  Abbeville, 
but  change  my  mind  at  the  last  minute  and  send  my 
Registered  Packet  (Mother's  Brooch)  to  the  Field  Post 
Office  there  by  Williamson  instead.  Only  five  people 
go  to  Abbeville  this  week-end  ! 

To-day  is  Market  Day  in  Oisemont  and  booths  for 
merchandize  are  erected  in  the  Place  and  main  streets. 

In  evening  before  Mess,  McGibney  and  I  discuss 
Hexameters,  Iambics  and  Swinburne,  also  Browning. 
I  remain  late  in  the  Ante-room  after  Mess  (until  10.30 
p.m.)  and  on  retiring  to  my  Billet,  I  find  the  Garden  Gate 
bolted,  and  Monsieur  has  to  shove  his  head  out  of  the 
window  and  shout  directions  for  opening  it. 


Mars.  4.    Dimanehe.    Reminiscere. 

Rise  at  9.30.    No  breakfast. 

Spend  day  mostly  reading  and  writing.  I  am  now 
reading  "The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth." 

I  go  to  the  Boulangerie  for  tea,  partaking  of  an 
omelette  a  quatre  oeufs  and  petit  pain  with  beurre. 

At  Mess  to-night  apparently  I  have  a  high  colour, 
for  people  jape  me  about  it  and,  on  my  becoming  em- 
barrassed, conclude  I'm  in  love.  Spackman  and  James 
are  particularly  interested  and  want  to  know  where  I 
have  been  this  afternoon.  I  keep  up  the  farce  and 
spin  a  long  yarn  to  Spackman  about  going  for  a  walk, 
striking  into  a  by-road  and  coming  on  to  a  chateau 
where  I  am  rescued  from  a  ditch  by  a  beautiful  girl  with 
dark-gold  hair  and  dark-grey  eyes  and  silvery  laugh 
(Eugenie  de  Valmirond)  who  takes  me  into  the  chateau 
where  I  meet  her  mother  and  sister,  Brunnelde  de 
Valmirond  as  dark  as  Eugenie  is  fair.  Eugenie  is  19, 
Brunnelde  20.  They  have  a  brother  who  spent  a  year 
at  Oxford,  now  a  Major  in  the  French  Army  and  they 
are  very  fond  of  England  which  provided  a  temporary 
home  for  their  ancestors  in  Revolution  days.  Spackman 
falls  in  love  with  the  picture  I  draw  of  Brunnelde  and 
wants  me  to  take  him  with  me  when  I  go  next,  but  I 
refuse. 
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Mars.  5.    Lundi.    S.  Adrien. 

One  wakes  to  find  the  world  wrapt  once  more  in 
a  thick  mantle  of  snow,  which  is  quickly  dispersed, 
however,  by  the  heat  of  the  sun  as  the  morning  wears  on. 

A  letter  from  Mother,  dated  Feb.  22,  at  Breakfast. 
After  a  lecture  by  the  R.E.  Officer  on  "  Dugouts  "  we 
go  down  and  do  Dugouts  and  Revetments  in  the  Trenches 
we  dug  on  Friday  last. 

An  hour's  drill  in  the  Afternoon.  I  come  back 
unexpectedly  to  my  Billet  and  find  Takle  washing  in 
my  basin  and  using  my  soap  and  towel  ! 

Mess  is  at  7,  Night  Ops.  are  at  8.  We  go  down  to 
the  field  and  spitzlock  some  trenches  and  a  Strong 
Point  (crucifix  pattern).  There  is  a  glorious  moon. 
All  the  snow  has  disappeared. 

A  card  from  John  reaches  me  from  Crownhill, 
written  the  21st  Jan.  last.  Having  arrived  at  last 
in  Devonport,  he  signifies  his  attention  of  paying  me 
a  visit.  Poor  John  !  I  had  left  for  France  on  the 
13th  of  Jan. 

Mars.  6.    Mardi.    Ste.  Colette. 

Company  drill  under  Officers,  Digging  to  1  foot 
depth  on  a  crucifix  Strong  Point,  and  examination 
of  the  commencement  of  Mine  Shafts  dug  by  the  N.C.O's. 

An  hour  of  Company  Drill  in  the  afternoon  is 
followed  by  a  Lecture  on  "  Wire  Entanglement  "  by 
the  R.E.  Officer. 

At  5.15  p.m.  I  get  a  Bath  in  a  wooden  tub  in  my 
room,  as  I  did  last  Tuesday. 

This  morning's  post  brought  me  £5  in  a  Registered 
Letter  from  Father  with  a  letter  from  Mother  (dated 
March  2nd),  under  the  same  cover. 

At  Mess  Balshaw  (Duke  of  Wellington's),  Colson, 
Simpson,  Devey,  and  I  have  a  most  interesting  dis- 
cussion on  Prostitutes  and  Polygamy,  Balshaw  being 
for  the  idealistic  and  sacred  aspect  of  Womanhood. 

Mars.  7.    Mereredi.    S.  Thorn.  d'Aquin. 

This  morning  we  are  paid  a  visit  by  the  Divisional 
General,  Major-General  the  Hon.  G.  Lambton,  accom- 
panied by  a  *Brigadier-General,  "  who  himself  is  a 
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"  Belgian,  whose  wife  is  an  Austrian,  and  who  has  an 
"estate  in  Germany"  as  the  School  Gossip  proclaims. 
Incidentally  he  has  one  arm,  one  eye,  one  V.C.,  and  one 
D.S.O.,  hosts  of  other  medals  and  orders. 

For  second  half  of  the  morning  we  do  Wire  Entan- 
glements . 

In  the  afternoon  the  C.O.  lectures  to  No.  1  and  2 
Classes  in  the  Mess  on  Correspondence.  I  arrive  5 
minutes  late  (lecture  at  2.15  p.m.)  and  the  C.O.  ticks  me 
off:  " I  wish  you'd  come  early!"  I  blame  myself  for  my 
lack  of  tact,  for  I  did  not  attempt  to  apologise. 

I  am  listed  to  assist  the  School  Orderly  Officer 
to  censor  letters  :  but  James,  who  is  lame  and  off 
parade,  kindly  does  my  share. 

At  8  o'clock  we  go  down  on  the  field  (it  is  snowing 
and  bitterly  cold)  and  have  a  competition  among  the 
classes  in  building  an  Apron  Fence  Wire  Entanglement. 
I  am  in  bad  odour  with  some  of  my  fellow-subs  and 
especially  Henderson  :  and  I  am  accused  of  inertia  and 
marked  generally  as  inefficient,  an  author  of  "  damned 
bad  shows." 

A  letter  from  Mother  and  one  from  Geoff.  I  reply 
to  former. 

*This  is  Brig. -Gen.  Carton  de  Wiart,  wounded  four  times. 


Mars  8.    Jeudi.    S.  Jonathan. 


No  drill  this  morning,  but  we  do  Fire  Orders  and 
inspect  last  night's  Wire  Entanglements  (No.  1  Class  was 
best) :  and  the  Classes  fire  a  competition  on  the  short 
Range  on  a  Landscape  Target,  both  ordinary  and  dis 
tributed  fire :  and  Nos.  1  and  3  Classes  tie  for  first  place. 

In  the  afternoon  there  is  a  Footer  Match.  I  fool 
Spackman  about  going  to  see  Eugenie  and  Brunnelde 
and  pretend  to  go  off  to  see  them  :  but  he  comes  along 
and  refuses  to  let  me  out  of  sight.  At  about  3.15  p.m. 
we  set  out  in  earnest  for  Rambures,  whose  Chateau  we 
desire  to  see.  (5  kilos  from  Oisemont.) 

We  arrive  after  about  an  hour.  The  wind  is  very 
cold  and  sometimes  it  drives  a  fine  snow.  The  Chateau 
is  small,  but  a  very  fine  example,  with  four  large  bastion 
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Towers  and  the  same  number  of  quarter  towers  filling 
the  space  between  the  round  bastions,  so  : — 


r 

(  )    is  a  rough  plan. 


The  walls  are  thick  (5-6  feet) :  the  moat  is  very  deep 
(15-20  feet)  and  of  course  dry.  I  walk  round  the  building 
in  the  moat.  Spackman  and  I  get  tea  in  the  Epicerie  of 
Rambures,  sitting  in  the  kitchen  where  a  wood  fire  burns 
and  two  goats  disport  themselves.  We  miss  the  6 o'clock 
lecture  (on  "  Gas  "). 


Mars  9.    Vendredi.    Ste.  Frangoise. 

It  is  reported  that  the  4th  Division  has  been  removed 
from  the  4th  Army  and  transferred  to  the  3rd  Army 
(Arras). 

This  morning  we  do  an  Outpost  Scheme  on  very 
difficult  ground  just  on  the  Oisemont  side  of  Woirel, 
working  in  pairs.  Spackman  and  I  work  together 
making  rough  sketches  and  notes.  A  bitter  snow- 
bearing  wind  is  blowing. 

Spackman  and  I  return  at  12.45  p.m.  to  our  Billet 
and  polish  up  our  maps  and  write  reports.  At  1.30  p.m. 
we  go  to  the  Boulangerie  and  obtain  cafe-au-lait  and  des 
gateaux  for  Lunch. 

At  2.15  the  C.O.  gives  a  lecture  on  Map-Reading. 
We  have  an  argument  over  a  Contour  Map,  the  C.O  and 
I. 


Mars  10.    Samedi.    S.  Doctrovee. 

After  Drill  we  assemble  in  the  Caisse  d'Epargne  and 
the  Reports  and  Maps  of  yesterday's  scheme  are  criti- 
cised. On  Spackman 's  and  my  Report  and  Map,  the 
C.O.  had  written  : — 

"A  very  good  and  clear  report.  Dispositions  are 
"sound  and  well  thought  out. 

"  Map  is  very  clear  and  neat  and  would  be  of  great 
"  assistance. 
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"By  far  the  best  report  and  sketch.  .  ." 

The  C.O.  also  practically  repeated  this  in  speaking 

generally  of  the  Reports  and  Maps.    Spackman  and    I 

acquire  much  KV  So?. 

We  go  out  to  the  ground  of  the  scheme  and  finish 

the  criticisms  and  suggestions  there. 


Mars  11.    Diraanche.    Oculi^ 

The  morning  is  simply  glorious,  the  sun  is  in  full 
flame.  At  Lunch  I  learn  that  Larcombe  and  Balshaw 
(Duke  of  Wellington's)  are  going  to  Rambures,  so  I  ask 
to  go  with  them. 

We  meet  at  2  o'clock,  but  the  sky  has  clouded  and 
rain  begins  to  fall.  We  start  at  about  2.15  p.m.,  and 
when  we  are  well  out  of  Oisemont  the  falling  of  the  rain 
increases  and  Balshaw  half  wishes  to  turn  back.  The 
sky  is  clearing  ahead  of  us  however,  we  continue  our 
walk  and  get  to  Rambures  in  about  3  quarters  of  an  hour, 

We  visit  the  Chateau  and  walk  round  it  in  the  Moat. 
Then  we  cross  the  Drawbridge  and  ring  the  bell.  After 
making  several  vain  attempts  to  bring  a  servant  to  the 
door  (which  is  locked)  we  go  round  to  the  other  side 
and  cross  the  other  drawbridge  and  repeat  knocking, 
with  same  result.  Later,  at  tea,  where  Spackman  and  I 
had  tea  last  Thursday,  we  learn  that  the  Marquis  must 
have  been  at  Vespers  when  we  sought  admittance.  Once 
more  we  return  to  the  Chateau,  to  find  that  the  Marquis 
will  not  return  till  6.30  p.m.,  too  late  for  us. 

A  miraculously  lovely  evening.  I  go  to  Oisemont 
Church  for  Evening  Service. 


Mars  12.    Luncli.    S.  Marius. 

Drill  and  Map  Enlargement  this  morning.  Shooting 
Competitions  in  the  afternoon.  To-morrow,  alas,  we 
are  to  leave  dear  Oisemont.  It  will  be  rather  a 
wrench — Oisemont  has  been  very  kind  to  us. 

I  have  for  tea  an  omelette  a  confiture  at  the 
Boulangerie. 

After  Mess  the  Adjutant  reads  Instructions  for  our 
departure  to-morrow.  Drew  is  put  in  charge  of  the 
whole  party. 
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We  then  proceed  to  hold  a  Mock  Court  Martial  in 
which  Simpson  is  tried.  The  charge  is  "whilst  on  active 
service,  breaking  into  a  sweat  " — and  other  crimes. 

Found  guilty  and  sentenced  to  de  bagging — which 
sentence  is  executed  brutally.  The  "  trial "  and 
"execution"  take  place  in  the  "  Caisse  d'Epargne," 

I  write  to  Ruth,  enclosing  that  sketch  of  the  Chateau 
de  Rambures  (pen  and  ink)  which  I  drew  yesterday 
evening. 

Before  Dinner  I  had  a  Bath. 


Mars  13.    Mardi.    Ste.  Euphrasie. 

The  Final  Exam,  of  the  Divisional  School  begins  at 
9.30  a.m.  and  lasts  for  two  hours.  At  noon  the  C.O. 
gives  a  Farewell  Address,  and  at  Lunch  we  all  drink  his 
health. 

At  12.30  p.m.  I  go  to  my  Billet  and  find  everything 
packed  and  the  room  swept  and  garnished.  I  throw 
wide  open  the  window  which  looks  down  over  the  fair 
country  sloping  from  Oisemont  toward  the  South,  lovely 
in  the  mellow  light  of  the  Spring  Sun.  One  hears  birds 
all  over  the  place  and  I  think  I  detect  the  note  of  the 
cuckoo.  After  giving  the  whole  scene  a  long  farewell 
look,  I  say  an  orison. 

The  train  leaves  Oisemont  at  4.5  p.m.  and  the  whole 
Staff  turns  out  to  see  us  off.  I  say  Farewell  to  Madame 
and  go  down  to  the  Station.  We  shake  hands  with 
Captain  Newnham,  the  Adjutant  and  the  C.O.  all  round, 
I  greeting  the  C.O.  last.  McGibney,  So  ward,  Spackman 
and  I  are  in  the  one  (1st  Class)  Compartment  together. 

After  dark  we  reach  Abbeville  and  as  it  is  noised 
abroad  that  the  train  for  Auxi-le-Chateau  leaves  at  4.40 
to-morrow  morning,  McGibney  and  I  compose  ourselves 
to  sleep  in  the  Officers'  Rest  Hut  at  the  Station.  It 
rains  hard. 


Mars  14.    Mercredi.    Ste.  Mathilde. 

At  4  a.m.  I  am  awakened  and  learn  that  after  all  the 
train  for  Auxi-le-Chateau  does  not  leave  until  5.30  to- 
night. McGibney  and  I  therefore,  in  a  lull  in  the  storm, 
collect  our  haversacks  and  packs  and  sally  forth  into  the 
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dark  streets  of  Abbeville  to  find  Christian  beds.  There 
are  none  to  be  had  at  the  Hotel  de  France,  but  we  obtain 
them  at  a  Cafe  next  door  and  sleep  till  11.30  a.m. 

We  lunch  at  the  Cafe  and  then  go  forth  to  leave  our 
traps  at  the  Officers'  Club.  Then  we  visit  the  Barber's, 
the  Ordnance  and  other  places  of  merit. 

Completing  our  purchases,  we  have  tea  at  the  Club 
with  James  and  Scott  and  return  at  6  to  the  station. 
Train  leaves  at  about  7.30.  McGibney,  Scott,  Spackman, 
Chapman,  Wright,  Simpson  and  I  are  in  one  compart- 
ment together.  I  produce  a  tin  of  Pineapple  Chunks 
and  Scott  a  tin  of  Cream  :  and  Scott,  Spackman  and  I 
feast  thereon. 

At  Auxi-le-Chateau  we  begin  to  break  up  and  say 
farewell  to  McGibney,  Scott,  Pym  and  Rice,  who  belong 
to  the  10th  Brigade  and  go  further.  ("Two  old  Black 
Crows"  sung  as  a  Farewell  Hymn). 

The  rest  of  us  are  conducted  to  a  loft  at  12.30  (in 
a  side-street  of  Auxi-le-Chateau)  with  wire  beds.  I  sally 
forth  to  obtain  water  and  get  some  at  a  pump.  Bed  at 
about  1  o'clock. 


Mars  15.    Jeudi.    Mi-Careme. 

Our  wire  beds  being  none  too  comfy,  we  all  rise  more 
or  less  early  (7.30  a.m.)  and  set  out,  "each  his  own  way  " 
to  find  breakfast.  I  have  omelette  and  cafe-au-lait  at  a 
place  where  Spackman  and  Chapman  had  preceded  me 
and  I  follow  them  into  a  Coiffeur's  and  wash  me. 

Then  we  sally  forth.  I  go  up  to  the  Church,  which 
is  set  on  a  high  hill  and  approached  by  many  steps,  like 
Frome  from  the  North  or  Minehead  from  the  North-West. 
It  is  very  fine :  early  Flamboyant,  as  I  judge.  I  met 
some  mourners  and  girls  dressed  and  veiled  in  white  out- 
side the  Church  and  inside  I  saw  a  catafalque  (loaded 
with  tapers)  prepared  as  for  a  Requiem  Mass. 

The  Divisional  Transport  takes  us  from  the  Station 
to  Wavaus  and  thence  to  Noeux — where  the  1st  Somer- 
sets are,  and  where  we  arrive  in  time  for  lunch.  Fam- 
iliar faces  in  some  cases  light  up  with  recognition,  but 
others,  though  I  am  evidently  observed,  remain  passive. 
Chich  stares  at  me  coldly  in  the  Mess,  but  afterwards 
greets  me  warmly.  Frith  takes  no  notice  of  me.  Gould, 
Johns  and  the  Walrus  are  kinder,  as  is  Stevens.  I  am 
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billetted  with  Stevens  and  Gardner,  with  whom  I  have  a 
long  talk  on  the  subject  of  Blandford,  Padre  Ledbitters, 
etc. 

Mars  16.    Vendredi.    Ste.  Octavie. 

Last  night  I  was  intensely  pleased  to  see  Foy,  whom 
I  liked  much  but  knew  too  little  at  Crownhill.  We  spoke 
of  Padre  Evans,  who  invited  me  to  come  to  see  him  on 
the  Sunday  week  before  I  left  Crownhill,  but  whose 
invitation  I  had  no  opportunity  to  fulfil. 

To-day  all  the  Companies  in  succession  do  an  attack 
Practice  with  the  New  Platoon  Organization.  I  com- 
mand No.  12  Platoon  (supporting  Ware  on  Left)  and  am 
commended  by  Chich  for  sending  him  information  on 
reaching  objective.  None  of  the  Companies  shine  very 
much,  however.  The  morning  parade  lasts  from 
8-12.30.  Card,  Gardner  E.M.,  and  Frith  are  the  other 
Company  Subs. 

In  the  afternoon  Captain  Mordaunt  gives  a  lecture 
on  Attack  in  the  Officers'  Mess. 

Chich  bags  me  to  help  him  pay  out  the  Company, 
and  I  begin  to  feel  quite  one  of  "C  "  Company,  now. 

At  Mess  Gould,  Stevens,  Axtell  and  I  loudly  sing  the 
praises  of  the  West  Countree,  a  theme  which  Stevens  and 
I  enlarge  upon  after  Mess.  Axtell  greeted  me  with  : 
"Hullo,  Dennis,  what  are  you  doing?  "  and  admired  my 
Gauntlets  when  I  left  Chich  after  paying  the  Company. 

I  write  a  short  note  to  Mother. 


Mars  17.    Samedi.    S.  Patrice. 

To-day  "C"  Company  goes  out  to  the  Working 
Ground  above  Noeux  and  repeats  the  Attack  Stunt  of 
yesterday,  with  more  success.  It  is  preceded  by  Bayo- 
net Exercise  and  followed  by  Arms  Drill. 

In  the  afternoon  there  is  Battalion  Boxing,  proceeding 
as  far  as  the  Semi-Final.  Some  amusing  performances 
but  nothing  excessively  brilliant. 

Numerous  guests  at  tea  compel  the  Subalterns  to 
stand  at  table  and  also  forego  cake. 

After  Mess  the  C.O.  unfolds  the  plan  (general)  for 
Battalion  Attack  Scheme  which  is  to  take  place  to- 
morrow. This  done,  Card,  Frith,  Gardner  E.M.  and  I 
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accompany  Chich  to  his  digs :  and  there  we  thrash  out 
details  of  the  Attack  from  the  Company  point  of  view. 
This  is,  apparently,  a  Practice  Stunt  for 


Mars  18.    Dimanche.    Laetare. 

This  is  not  a  Day  of  Rest.  Brekker  is  at  7.30  am. 
and  Company  Parade  at  8.15  a.m.  Battalion  Parade  is 
at  8.30.  We  march  out  past  Buire-aux-Bois  and  take 
up  a  position  in  "Assembly  Trenches  "  marked  by  brown 
flags. 

No.  12  Platoon  is  on  left  of  Left  ("C")  Company, 
behind  No.  10  (commanded  by  Card.)  We  gain  2nd 
objective  and  dig  in,  sending  out  a  patrol  to  left.  The 
stunt  is  repeated  at  the  urgency  of  the  Brigadier-General 
who  turns  up  for  it :  repeated  because  the  Battalion  goes 
too  much  to  left.  So  we  do  not  arrive  at  Noeux  until 
3.30  in  the  afternoon. 

By  the  way,  on  the  outward  march  we  passed  a 
Company  of  the  Hampshires :  and  there  is  So  ward, 
smiling  and  saying,  "Hullo,  Coles,  how  goes  it?" 

Foot  inspection  of  "C  "  Company  at  6  p.m.  and 
Rum  Issue,  which  I  superintend,  at  7. 

Two  parcels  from  Home  with  Sweets,  cakes,  socks, 
towel  etc. 

A  letter  arrives  from  the  Princess. 

"Lead  me,  Lord  "  runs  through  me  on  the  March 
Back  to  Noeux  and  I  hear  it  in  imagination  being  per- 
formed by  a  glorious  choir.  This  is  my  worship  for 
to-day. 


Mars  19.    Lundi.    S.  Joseph. 

As  Orderly  Officer  to-day  I  get  up  at  6.40,  but  fail 
to  see  my  Battalion  Orderly  Sergeant,  who  is  supplied 
by  "  B  "  Company.  "  B  "  Company  going  on  fatigue, 
"  C  "  Company  has  to  detail  a  B.O.  Sergeant  in  his  stead, 
so  Sergeant  Vaughan  reports  to  me  and  we  go  round  the 
Dinners  together. 

A  letter  from  Mother  with  Birthday  Information.  I 
am  summoned  to  the  Orderly  Room  where  the  C.O.  gives 
me  a  job  of  work.  I  take  10  men  and  a  L/Cpl.,  provide 
them  with  flags  and  go  out  to  "  the  mountain  "  (Training 
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Ground)  after  the  Boxing  at  3.30  p.m.  and  "  flag  out  " 
a  Fourth  Objective  and  3  Assembly  Trenches.  I  also 
take  a  Compass  Bearing  with  Spackman's  Lensatic 
Compass  from  the  Right  Flank  of  the  First  Assembly 
Trench  on  to  the  corresponding  flank  of  the  Objective. 

The  wind  is  amazingly  strong  and  soon  the  rain 
comes  pelting  down,  soaking  us  through.  The  Adjutant 
mounts  Guard  for  me  and  I  dismiss  the  Old  Guard. 

On  Staff  Parade  there  is  an  Absentee  Report. 
Lights  out  at  9.15  p.m. 


Mars  20.    Mardi.    S.  Joachim. 

To-day  on  the  Training  Ground  the  C.O.  sends  for 
me  and  asks  me  to  point  out  and  explain  the  4th  Ob- 
jective and  the  Assembly  Trenches  which  I  flagged  out 
yesterday.  I  do  so  and  he  makes  a  slight  alteration  in 
the  3rd  "Assembly  Trench." 

At  5  min.  to  11,  in  the  presence  of  "  Brass  Hats  " 
and  Staff  Officers,  "  A  "  and  "  C  "  Companies  again  do 
the  Attack  Stunt  which  is  so  much  in  vogue,  succesfully. 
Just  before  we  form  up  and  when  we  are  consolidating, 
Staff  Officers  approach  me  and  chat  very  cordially  and  I 
am  very  bucked.  Gardner  and  I  discuss  T-Heads  with 
the  Adjutant  and  the  C.O.  while  consolidation  is  going 
on.  I  suggest  an  inverted  L  Trench. 

The  C.O.  at  Breakfast  reminded  me  that  Kit  must 
not  weigh  over  55  Ibs.  and  his  manner  to  me  is  very 
genial  and  easy. 

In  the  afternoon  I  get  my  Valise  weighed  and  send 
off  my  Field  Boots  and  British  Warm  as  Surplus  Kit. 
Chich  visits  me  in  my  Billet. 

At  Mess  we  are  very  merry,  as  the  rumour  that  we 
move  to-morrow  is  now  definite.  After  Mess,  Frith 
Elliot,  D.  W.  Gardner  (with  whom  and  Stevens  I  am' 
billetted)  Padre  Halet  and  Capt.  Codner  form  a  glee  and 
sing  "Another  little  drink"  and  other  songs.  Then 
D.  W.  Gardner  suggests  "  Sing  a  Song  of  Blackbirds  " 
to  tune  of  "  Adeste  Fideles."  It  is  so  successful  that 
after  singing  it  in  the  Mess,  D.  W.  Gardner,  Elliot  and  I 
go  round  to  Capt.  Marshall  and  sing  it  to  him  as  a  Carol 
as  he  gets  into  bed  and  then  in  like  manner  visit  Card,  etc. 
I  write  to  Mother. 
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Mars  21.    Mereredi.    S.  Benoit. 

To-day  we  are  on  the  move.  My  pack,  when  I 
leave  the  billet  for  the  last  time,  my  pack  is  perfectly 
impossible,  but  is  gradually  diminished  by  stages — I  take 
out  my  Trencher  and  put  it  on,  etc. 

The  Battalion  set  out  for  Boffies  at  9.45  a.m.  and 
marches  through  Boffies  and  a  little  way  out  on  to  the 
plain,  across  which  a  cruel  wind  is  blowing.  As  we 
arrive  I  am  accosted  by  a  General  who  asks  me  if  I  am  in 
command  (I  was  marching  at  the  head  of  No.  12  Platoon, 
in  the  van  of  "  C  "  Company)  and  where  we  come  from. 
I  tell  him,  from  Noeux,  so  he  says  :  "  Oh,  yes.  You  are 
"the  Somersets."  Afterward  I  find  that  this  was 
Lambton,  the  Divisional  General. 

We  embark  on  Motor  Lorries,  I  and  Barlow  ("  C  ' 
Company)  going  in  the  Officers'  Bus.  We  pass  through 
St.  Pol  and  stop  just  outside  Dieval.  The  Officers  dis- 
mount and  enter  Dieval  on  foot.  Chichester,  Frith,  Card, 
Barlow,  Gardner  and  I  gather  in  "  C  "  Company's  Mess 
Billet  and  have  tea.  Then  I  visit  my  Platoon  in  their 
billets  and  then  Card,  Gardner  and  I  go  out  and  get 
Dixies  for  the  men's  tea  and  eggs  for  ourselves.  Then 
we  wander  off  into  a  lovely  wood,  accompanied  by 
Osborne  and  disturb  three  owls  in  an  old  ruined  tower. 
Afterward,  Card,  Gardner  and  I  procure  straw  to  lie  on 
during  the  night  and  then  we  all  sit  down  to  Dinner. 


Mars  22.    Jeudi.    Ste.  Le"a. 

This  morning  I  take  my  Platoon  in  Drill  and  get 
most  awfully  "strafed  "  by  the  C.O.  and  by  Chich.  In 
afternoon  I  inspect  the  men  who  were  "  ticked  off"  for 
not  having  shaved  this  morning  and  at  6  I  inspect  them 
again  dressed  in  full  marching  order  clean.  In  afternoon 
they  are  put  on  to  digging. 

Card  and  I  go  out  foraging.  We  go  through  those 
topping  woods  again  where  there  is  much  promise  of 
future  primroses  and  eventually  secure  a  cockerel  at  a 
farm  for  dinner  to-night. 

On  our  way  to  get  vegetables  Card  and  I  stop  to 
banter  with  Padre  Whiteside. 

A  parcel  containing  cake,  Euthymol,  sweets,  Razor 
blades,  etc.,  arrives  from  Home  and  a  letter  from  Mother. 
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Captain  Marshall  comes  to  tea  and  Major  Waddy  to 
Dinner.  Just  before  Dinner  is  served  up  a  King's  Own 
Liverpool  Officer  walks  in  (engaged  on  munition  dump- 
ing) to  get  some  whiskey.  He  gets  it  and  waits  about 
apparently  for  an  invitation  to  dinner.  To  frustrate 
this,  Chich  goes  out  and  sends  in  Pte.  Newell  who 
announces  :  "  The  Commanding  Officer  wishes  to  see  all 
"Officers  in  the  Orderly  Room  at  once."  I  suspect  the 
wheeze.  The  intruder  departs  and  we  return  to  find 
Dinner  served. 


Mars.  23.    Vendredi.    S.  Victorien. 

This  morning  after  Extensions  we  do  Battalion 
Drill  in  which  No.  12  Platoon  distinguishes  itself  in  the 
usual  way.  Only  half  of  it  gets  into  single  rank,  however, 
when  the  Command  is  given  "  At  the  Halt,  On  the 
Left,  Form  Platoon." 

In  the  afternoon  Chich  and  E.  M.  Gardner  go  to 
Bethune  returning  for  Dinner  at  7.30  p.m.  Card, 
Backhouse  and  I  go  for  a  walk  through  the  woods  and 
fields.  Backhouse  is  a  most  weird  old  person. 

Two  letters  from  Mother  and  one  from  the  Princess 
arrive. 

In  the  evening,  Barlow  tells  the  most  filthy  stories 
I  ever  heard. 

Herepath  turns  up  from  Hospital  to-day.  I  get 
the  yellow  tabs  of  the  Battalion  sewn  on  my  shoulders 
of  my  tunics. 

In  the  morning  we  are  all  measured  for  Tommy 
Uniform. 


Mars.  24.     Samedi.    S.  Gabriel. 

More  Battalion  Drill  this  morning,  this  time  under 
Major  Waddy.  A  terrible  exhibition.  Lindus,  returned 
from  Hospital,  has  joined  my  Platoon  and  he  and 
others  are  truly  wonderful  in  the  Drill. 

The  C.O.  pays  the  Company  Mess  a  visit.  In  after- 
noon I  take  the  Extra-Drill  Parade  from  3  p.m.  to  3.30, 
dismissing  it. 

In  Evening  after  Dinner,  Chich  unfolds  plans  for 
a  future  Stunt,  behind  closed  doors.  Late  in  evening 
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a  message  comes  in  for  Company  Commanders  :  they 
have  to  go  up  to  the  Line  to-morrow  at  8.30  a.m.,  to 
make  a  certain  amount  of  acquaintance  with  it. 

After  going  to  bed,  Card  and  Gardner  have  a  violent 
altercation  on  mentioning  place-names  with  windows 
open  ;  much  foul  language  is  flung. 


Mars.  25.    Dimanche.    Passion. 

"  Fritz  is  being  confirmed  to-day." 

This  Sunday  is  not  a  Day  of  Stunts  and  Schemes, 
thank  goodness.  There  is  a  Church  Parade  at  11.15 
a.m.,  followed  by  a  Celebration  of  the  Holy  Communion. 
Both  services  take  place  in  Y.M.C.A.  Hut.  I  do  not  go 
in  Church  Parade,  but  assist  at  the  Celebration.  Those 
present  at  Holy  Communion  include  Major  Waddy, 
Captain  Mordaunt,  Captain  Marshall,  Frith,  Axtell, 
D.  W.  Gardner,  E.  M.  Gardner,  Foy,  Herepath  and 
a  number  of  men. 

I  sit  during  the  Service  with  D.  W.  Gardner  on  my 
right  and  E.  M.  Gardner  on  my  left.  At  the  rails,  the 
former  kneels  on  left  and  Frith  on  my  right.  Imme- 
diately before  the  Reception  of  the  Elements,  Gardner 
plays  hymn,  "Peace,  perfect  Peace." 

I 'finish  the  play  "  The  Coming  of  the  Palace  Fires," 
and  despatch  it  to  the  Princess. 

After  Lunch,  Card  and  Gardner  don  Field-Glasses 
and,  I  accompanying,  set  out  for  some  High  Ground 
past  Comte,  overlooking  Bethune  and  Arras.  From 
here  we  see  the  ruined  towers  *of  Arras  Cathedral. 
On  way  we  crossed  a  deep  stream  beside  which  grow 
snowdrops  and  a  cowslip.  On  way  back  to  Dieval  we 
pass  Comte  Church  and  inspect  its  Norman  Tower. 

We  return  just  in  time  to  get  tea  and  soon  after 
Chich  returns  from  his  visit  to  the  Line. 

Just  before  he  and  Frith  leave  the  Company  Mess 
for  their  Billet,  Chich  says  that  within  the  next  day  or 
two  I  must  draw  a  sketch  of  "C"  Company  Officers 
seated  at  Mess. 

*  These  Towers  must  have  been  those  of  the  Abbey  of  Mon 
St.  Eloi,  about  10  miles  from  Arras.  Arras  Cathedral  has  no 
towers. 
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Mars.  26.    Lundi.    S.  Emmanuel. 

To-day  is  very  wet  and  stormy.  Breakfast  is  served 
late  and  we  are  wondering  how  on  earth  we  are  going 
to  get  on  Parade  in  time  when  the  "  Stand-by  "  sounds. 

P.T.  under  Platoon  Sergeants  first,  then  Lectures 
by  Frith,  Chich  and  Barlow  on  "Contact  Aeroplanes," 
etc.  We  finish  the  morning  by  a  walk  out  "en  com- 
pagnie  "  with  Arms  Drill  on  the  way  back  to  billets. 

In  the  afternoon  I  draw  Chich,  Gardner,  etc.  The 
Padre,  Backhouse,  and  others  frequent  "C"  Company 
Mess.  Drake  returns  from  Rest  Camp.  Stevens  went 
yesterday  to  England  for  Machine  Gun  Course  and  Gould 
went  to  Army  School. 

At  2.15  p.m.  I  am  summoned  to  Orderly  Room  to 
receive  my  Divisional  School  Report.  Col.  Green  wrote 
thereon  :  "A  hard-working  officer  :  has  shewn  good 
"all-round  improvement."  I  inspect  Feet  and  Rifles 
of  my  Platoon. 

Chich  and  Frith  dine  out  to-night.  I  start  a  letter 
to  Mother.  After  Mess,  Gardner,  Barlow,  Card  and  I 
have  a  most  interesting  discussion  on  Sex,  God,  the  Old 
Testament,  Revelation,  Moses,  etc.  Old  Testament 
is  held  as  an  allegorical  setting  of  natural  phenomena 
and  inspiration. 


Mars.  27.    Mardi.    S.  Rupert. 

We  rise  at  Reveille  (6  a.m.)  this  morning  and 
dress  very  hurriedly,  for  to-day  is  a  Brigade  Field  Day 
and  we  parade  at  7.15  a.m. 

The  Battalion  marches  for  about  6  miles,  falls  out 
once  or  twice  and  finally  reaches  starting  point.  I 
see  Leask,  greet  So  ward  and  speak  to  James  in  the 
course  of  the  morning.  James  says  he  got  a  rotten 
Report  from  the  Divisional  School. 

In  the  Scheme  we  repeat  the  usual  stunt,  James' 
Regt.  being  on  our  left.  I  reach  2nd  Objective  and 
send  out  Patrol  as  usual.  The  C.O.  corrects  my  line 
and  all  goes  pretty  well.  Corporal  Stone  goes  out  on 
Patrol  and  sends  back  very  good  reports. 

Lambton,  however,  is  much  upset  and  dashes  up 
and  down  bellowing  at  Brigadier-Generals.  We  get 
back  to  Dieval  at  about  3  o'clock.  On  way  we  pass 
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Frith  off  to  a  Machine  Gun,  or  rather  Lewis  Gun,  Course 
of  5  days. 

Marshall,  Backhouse,  Bamfield  and  others  visit 
the  Company  Mess.  In  the  quiet  and  peaceful  evening, 
the  Divisional  Band,  which  is  a  very  fine  one,  plays  a 
little  :  and  is  much  enjoyed. 

I  write  a  letter  to  Mother,  enclosing  snowdrops 
and  hazelcatkin.  Remittance  of  £5  from  Father. 


Mars.  28.    Mercredi.    S.  Gontran. 

This  morning  the  Battalion  goes  out  to  the  Bois 
des  Mottes  for  Parades.  "C"Company  does  Bombing, 
Company  Drill  and  Musketry.  We  close  at  Noon  and 
return. 

At  3,  I,  taking  my  Bath  Towel  and  Toilet  Things 
in  my  Haversack,  march  70  men  of  "C"  Company  to 
Rocourt  where  the  Divisional  Baths  are.  I  learn  from 
O.C.  Baths  (2nd  Lt.,  Tyneside  Scottish)  that,  just  before 
I  arrived,  Lambton,  the  Divisional  General,  had  been 
inspecting  the  Baths.  We  arrive  at  3.40  and  the  men 
bathe  by  twelves.  The  baths  are  hot  showers — I 
myself  have  one  and  enjoy  it  immensely. 

We  start  back  at  4.30  p.m.,  and  return  through 
Bajus  :  arrive  back  at  6  o'clock.  "C"  Company  Officers 
all  don  slacks  and  we  sport  a  magnificent  hanging  Oil 
lamp,  besides  cleaning  up  the  Mess,  for  the  C.O.  and 
Captain  Marshall  come  to  Mess  with  us  to-night.  I 
sit  on  the  right  of  the  C.O.  Chich  clears  off  after  the 
port,  feeling  somewhat  seedy.  Then  Marshall  goes  and 
the  C.O.,  after  reading  the  "  Times,"  follows  suit.  Geoff 
sends  me  a  copy  of  March  17  "  Punch." 


Mars.  29.    Jeudi.    S.  Eustace. 

To-day  Chich  goes  to  St.  Pol  to  a  Dentist,  so  Barlow 
takes  command  of  the  Company.  Card  and  I  are  the 
other  two  Officers  on  Parade.  Parade  is  at  8.30,  when 
we  march  off  "  en  bataillon  "  to  where  we  did  the  Brigade 
Stunt  two  days  ago.  There,  in  spite  of  rain  and  wind, 
we  practice  going  from  Column  of  Route  into  Artillery 
Formation,  Platoon  Waves,  Diamond  Formation  and 
Final  Development. 
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This  we  do  twice,  then  go  Home.  We  are  wet 
through  and  do  a  complete  change.  After  tea  Chich 
sarcastically  suggests  that  Gardner  and  I  see  how  our 
Platoons  are  getting  on.  Conscience-stricken,  I  go 
forth  :  and  to  my  horror  discover  that  No.  12  Platoon 
is  wet  and  wretched.  Corporal  Goodson,  however, 
under  my  direction,  constructs  a  ziggary  out  of  a  biscuit 
tin  :  then  we  pinch  wood  and  finally  a  fire  is  started 
whereat  putties,  etc.,  may  be  dried.  Corporal  Goodson 
is  a  real  good  fellow.  Little  Gardner  comes  out  with 
Sergeant  Noble  and  the  fire  is  lighted  in  great  style. 
I  feel  very  incompetent  and  slack.  I  must  take  more 
interest  in  my  Platoon. 

Mars.  30.    Vendredi.     S.  Amedee. 

After  tramping  out  to  our  parade  ground  this 
morning,  the  snow  coming  down,  we  tramp  back  again  ; 
getting  wet  through.  After  our  changing,  there  are 
lectures  by  Barlow  and  Chich  and  finally  P.T.  I  dismiss 
my  Platoon  on  seeing  No .  9  dismissed  by  Barlow.  Then, 
like  a  fool,  I  blunder  into  our  Mess  where  Chich  and 
Smith  are  sitting  and  Chich  complains  that  I  dismissed 
No.  12  "damned  early." 

Chich  suddenly  gets  a  mania  for  turning  us  all  out 
of  our  sleeping  place,  which  happens  to  be  the  Company 
Mess  Room — "we  are  sleeping  with  the  food  "  is  the 
objection.  Card  and  Gardner  transfer  themselves  to 
the  billet  up  the  hill,  lately  vacated  by  Chich,  while 
I  get  "strafed  "  up  and  down  for  not  finding  another 
billet  for  myself  and  my  platoon,  which  is  sharing 
billets  with  No.  9  and  No.  10. 

Drake,  who  is  Town  Major,  assures  me  that  it  is 
impossible  to  get  another  billet,  unless  I  go  to  "B" 
Company's  Mess. 

Letters  arrive  from  Sylvester  (who  is  swinging  the 
lead  in  hospital  at  Men  tone).  I  write  to  Geoff,  and  to 
Burgie  Northcroft.  Heskford,  the  Brigade  R.E.  Officer, 
dines  with  us  to-night,  and  Chich  strafes  my  servant 
Takle  for  bad  waiting-at -table. 

Mars.  31.    Samedi.    S.  Benjamin. 

To-day  is  another  Brigade  Field  Day.  We  do  the 
same  stunt  as  we  attempted  last  Tuesday  in  the  same 
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place  and  twice  :  in  the  morning  and  in  the  afternoon. 
Again  I  see  So  ward,  passing  him  on  the  road.  At  the 
end  of  the  afternoon  practice,  a  demonstration  of  Contact 
Aeroplane  is  given.  The  aeroplane  passes  over,  blowing 
strombo  horn  and  firing  Very  Light  and  these  signals 
are  replied  to  by  flares — unfortunately  No.  12  Platoon's 
flares  won't  light. 

We  picnic  in  a  gully  for  lunch.  The  weather  is 
very  gusty,  light  and  gloom  alternating,  a  very  March 
day.  The  practices  are  done  well,  especially  the  second 
one.  Just  before  reaching  the  objective  in  the  afternoon, 
the  broad  light  and  dark  cloud  masses  over  the  broadened 
plain  dotted  with  moving  groups  of  men  make  a  striking 
effect. 

We  return  at  6  p.m.  Chich  sends  me  to  Cottage 
Hospital  to  see  Corporal  Field  who  went  sick  with  sore 
feet.  Platoons  have  foot-inspection  at  Seven.  Chich, 
who  has  been  strafing  me  about  Corporal  Field  and 
other  matters,  is  topping  after  tea  and  explains  various 
things.  It  is  Barlow's  Birthday  and  we  all  of  "C" 
Company  spend  a  happy  evening  in  the  Mess.  Two 
topping  letters  arrive — one  from  Mother,  t'other  from 
Dudley  Narbo rough. 

Notes  Du  Trimestre. 

Field  Allowance  . .         2/6 

Lodging  Allowance          . .        2/3 
Fuel  and  Light  V.;V          7d. 

per  day. 

Mess  Bill— February  llth,  1917. 
£1    10s.  4d.  to  Cox's. 

On  March  31st,  Chich  receives  a  letter  from  one 
Collier,  stating  that  Staight  has  been  killed  :  Staight, 
whom  I  knew  as  the  Bombing  Officer  at  Crownhill, 
was  a  topping  chap  :  the  first  to  attempt  to  speak  to 
me  in  the  Crownhill  Mess. 

Mother  in  her  letter  dated  March  25th,  tells  me  that 
Fritz  was  confirmed  on  Passion  Sunda37. 

Dudley  Narbo  rough's  letter  contains  the  following 
passage  :  "I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  (again  a  very 
"obvious  one,  I  suppose,  but  one  which  it  took  me  a 
"  long  time  to  arrive  at)  that  it  is  a  very  difficult  thing 
"  for  two  people  who  wish  to  understand  and  know  each 
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"other  to  do  so.  Only  the  superficial  friendships  are 
"easy.  There  is  much  in  me  of  which  you  would  not 
"  approve.  Yet  I  believe  in  it  and  could  not  sacrifice 
"it  ;  yet  I  want  to  know  you  and  want  you  to  know 
"me." 

Avril  1.    Dimanche.    Rameaux. 

To-day  I  send  off  slacks,  Cadet  Breeches  and  Best 
Tunic  as  Surplus  Kit. 

This  morning  there  is  Church  Parade  at  10.45  on 
the  narrow  strip  of  ground  100  yds.  S.W.  of  Dieval 
where  the  wood  thins  out  on  the  Dieval- St.  Pol  road. 
The  service  over,  after  an  interminable  wait,  the  Com- 
mander of  the  17th  Corps,  Sir  Charles  Fergusson  arrives 
with  Lambton  (Berners — Brig.- General — is  already  arrived) 
to  present  medals  to  a  Machine  Gun  Captain  and  others, 
officers,  N.C.O's.,  and  privates,  half  a  dozen  in  all. 
Lt.-General  Fergusson  says  that  the  4th  Div.  is  the 
only  one  in  the  Corps  which  has  held  itself  intact  from 
the  old  Regular  days,  keeping  its  3  original  Bdes. 

After  the  dismiss,  little  Gardner  and  I,  the  C.O. 
having  given  permission,  go  into  Bethune.  A  motor 
lorry  takes  us  to  Brouay  rthen  we  get  into  an  Ambulance 
Car  together  with  a  Major  of  the  ,  a  topping 

fellow,  and  a  M.G.  Sub.  who  knows  Gardner.  On  the 
way  an  accident  occurs  :  a  football  is  kicked  by  some 
soldiery  on  to  the  windscreen  of  the  car,  smashing  the 
glass  and  cutting  the  driver's  eye. 

At  Bethune,  Gardner  and  I  wander  about,  lunch, 
buy  cheese,  cherries  and  chocolate,  visit  the  Church 
St.  Voast  and  have  tea  at  the  "  Quaker  Girl."  We 
get  a  back  view  of  Chich  and  Codner. 

On  our  re"turn,  a  Motor  Car  takes  us  to  Brouay  and 
thence  we  walk  into  Dieval,  seeing  Chich  and  Codner 
a  few  hundred  yds.  ahead  of  us  in  the  last  stages  of  the 
journey ;  and  arrive  in  time  for  Dinner.  Captain 
Codner  dines  with  "C"  Company  to-night.  He  now 
calls  me  "  the  Bishop  "  or  "  the  curate."  A  note  from 
Cox  and  Co.,  a  letter  from  Mother,  a  parcel  from  home, 
and  the  following  message  marked  URGENT  from 
Orderly  Room  await  me  :  Please  hold  2/Lieut.  A.  E. 
Coles  in  readiness  to  move  at  very  short  notice. a. a.a. 
He  will  take  his  servant,  also  kit. a. a. a.  The  servant 
of  2/Lt.  A.  E.  Coles  is  to  be  shared  with  2/Lt.  F.  W.  H. 
Blay,  1/Hamp.  Regt. — llth  Infantry  Brigade. 

53 


Avril  2.    Lundi.    S.  Franc,  de  Paule. 

The  C.O.,  Chich  and  others  pay  a  visit  to  the 
Trenches  to-day,  and  Barlow  is  left  in  charge  of  "  C  " 
Company.  He  details  me  to  attending  the  Bayonet 
Fighting  Course  which  is  being  held  in  the  Battalion  by 
a  Staff  Sergeant  Major.  The  morning  is  spent  in 
bayonet  fighting. 

At  Lunch  I  learn  that  I  am  to  parade  with  my 
Servant  and  valise  at  Brigade  Headquarters  at  5  p.m. 
I  inspect  the  socks  of  my  Platoon,  have  tea,  say  "  Au 
revoir  "  to  Queer  Card,  Little  Gardner  and  Barlow  and 
report  at  Brigade  Headquarters,  about  opposite  "C" 
Company  Mess,  at  5  o'clock.  About  20  minutes  after, 
Blay  of  the  1st  Hampshires  arrives  and  we  get  into  a 
car  and  set  out  for  Arras  amid  heavy  snow. 

Just  before  we  get  to  Arras,  the  sun  appears  and 
bathes  the  snow-clad  trees  and  country  with  gold. 

At  Arras  we  report  to  Town  Major  who  knows 
nothing  about  us  and  demands  papers  which  we  do  not 
possess.  Eventually  he  sends  us  off  to  1'Hotel  de 
Commerce,  where  we  establish  ourselves  amid  heavy 
firing  and  then  betake  ourselves  to  a  sumptuous  Dinner 
at  8.15  p.m. 

Arras  is  much  knocked  about  with  shell-fire 
especially  S.  of  1'Hotel  de  Commerce  :  but  it  is  never- 
the-less  still  well  inhabited.  (800  Civil,  I  afterwards 
learn). 

Avril  3.    Mardi.    S.  Richard. 

At  4  a.m.  I  was  awakened  (yes,  even  I!)  by  aloud  and 
furious  bombardment  by  our  guns  just  outside.  Blay 
gets  no  sleep  all  night,  he  says. 

After  late  rise  and  brekker  (at  brekker  we  see  Lts. 
Dicks  and  Armstrong,  of  the  Irish  Fusiliers,  whom  I  saw 
first  at  Brigade  Headquarters  yesterday)  Blay  and  I 
go  once  more  to  the  Town  Majors  Office.  Here  both 
Major  and  wretched  Billetting  Officer  know  nothing 
about  us,  but  Blay  discovers  a  telegram  addressed 
to  me  and  reading  : 

Report  to  Lt.  Crowe  at  Brasserie  St.  Nicholas  at 
10  a.m.  to-morrow  (Srd).a.a.a.  bring  the  other  officer 
with  you.a.a.a.  I  will  meet  you. 

Sgd.  Major  Searight, 

D.A.Q.M.G. 
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After  much  difficulty  and  amid  furious  shelling, 
Blay  and  I  disco.ver  the  Major  with  Crowe,  Armstrong 
and  Dicks.  The  Major  explains  our  coming  duties 
and  gives  some  general  directions.  Dicks  is  to  be  O.C. 
Main  Dump  for  4th  Div.  in  coming  stunt,  I  am  to  be 
O.C.  Advanced  Div.  Dump,  with  Blay  as  my  Second- 
in-Command. 

The  Major  is  most  charming.  After  Lunch  at  the 
Hotel  de  Commerce,  Dicks  and  I  return  to  Crowe  and 
copy  his  scheme.  Major  Searight  persuades  Billet- 
ting  Officer  to  allow  us  to  remain  in  the  Hotel  two  more 
nights. 

Of  Arras  Cathedral,  which  we  pass,  nothing  seems  to 
remain  but  the  outer  walls . 


Avril  4.    Mercredi.    S.  Isidore. 

This  morning  at  5  a.m.  shells  fell  just  outside  the 
Hotel  de  Commerce  and  made  a  tremendous  row.  Some 
civilians  were  killed.  We  could  hear  the  debris  falling 
into  the  street  after  the  explosion  of  the  shell.  The 
Hotel  itself  has  in  portions  suffered  considerably  from 
shelling  at  various  times.  Gas  shells  were  put  over  at 
St.  Nicholas. 

Dicks  and  I  pay  Crowe  a  visit  in  the  morning, 
receive  our  orders  and  pore  over  maps.  Blay  and 
Armstrong  follow  us  to  St.  Nicholas. 

After  lunch  Dicks  and  I  again  make  pilgrimage 
to  St.  Nicholas,  but  this  time  we  go  by  a  different  route, 
past  the  Cathedral,  whose  walls  only  are  standing  and 
the  surroundings  of  which  are  a  heap  of  debris.  The 
Cathedral  is  very  dignified  in  all  its  shattered  grandeur. 

A  dead  body  is  wheeled  by  on  an  ambulance 
wheeler. 

I  send  the  Easter  package  (Box  of  Chocolates)  home 
this  morning. 

Major  Searight  does  not  appear  at  all  during  the 
day.  Our  bombardment  seems  to  increase  daily.  St. 
Nicholas  simply  bristles  with  big  guns,  of  which  there 
are  a  large  number  in  Arras  also. 

At  tea-time  the  "  place  "  outside  the  Hotel  de 
Commerce  is  again  shelled  :  the  Post  Office  and  station 
get  frightfully  knocked  about.  30  men  working  in  a 
cellar  near  the  Cathedral  were  buried  alive  by  the  bursting 
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of    a   shell.     Bodies   removed    four    hours    later    (the 
afternoon). 

I  open  my  last  package  from  Home  and  eat  Easter 
Cakes  and  an  orange. 

Avril  5.     Jeudi.    Ste.  Irene. 

A  little  after  1  a.m.,  during  a  hostile  bombardment 
a  shell  falls  right  into  the  court  of  the  Hotel  de  Commerce, 
breaking  through  the  pavement  and  outer  wall  into  the 
cellar  and  smashing  most  of  the  remaining  glass.  In  the 
morning  we  have  a  look  at  the  damage  and  pick  up  bits 
of  shell. 

We  all  go  out  to  St.  Nicholas  again  this  morning  and 
see  Major  Searight,  who  gives  us  fully  detailed  orders. 

In  evening,  another  officer  (2/Lt.  Eyres)  arrives  from 
the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers,  and  Dicks  receives  orders 
to  rejoin  his  Battalion  at  X  Camp  to-morrow :  to-morrow 
Blay  and  I  are  to  go  to  X  Camp  to  join  our  Carrying- 
Party,  etc.,  composed  from  the  Household  .Battalion. 

Under  new  arrangement,  Armstrong  becomes  O.C. 
Main  Dump  4th  Div.,  with  Eyres  as  Second-in-Command. 

The  evening  is  very  beautiful  and  peaceful.  Arm- 
strong, Eyres  and  I  watch  the  aeroplanes  overhead.  The 
"strafing  "  is  quieter,  the  western  sky  is  a  sheet  of  clear- 
est amber,  and  in  the  gleams  of  the  setting  sun,  the  aero- 
planes overhead  are  struck  with  a  flash  of  gold,  like  gilded 
dragonflies.  I  stroll  down  to  the  Cathedral,  which  I 
examine  closely  from  the  outside,  walking  practically 
round  it. 

I  return  very  late  to  dinner  in  the  Hotel,  the  dining- 
room  of  which  is  thronged  to-night  with  officers. 


Avril  6.    Vendredi.    Vendredi-Saint. 

America  at  War  with  Germany  \ 

Blay  and  I  rise  very  late  :  After  an  early  Lunch, 
Blay,  Dicks  and  I  set  out  on  foot  for  Camp  X  leavingour 
servants  behind  with  Valises  to  be  called  for  by  Limbers 
in  evening.  We  leave  Arras,  as  we  entered  it,  by  the 
North  Gate  and  proceed  on  foot  until  a  beneficent  Lt.Col. 
picks  us  up  and  takes  us  for  several  kilos  in  a  sumptuous 
car. 
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Very  tired,  we  finally  arrive  at  Camp  X  where  no 
one  wants  us  :  we  discover  that,  owing  to  the  fact  that  Z 
day  has  been  postponed  one  day,  the  10th  Brigade  has 
not  yet  arrived  at  X  Camp,  but  will  do  so  to-morrow. 
We  make  our  way  back  to  the  Main  Road  and  seek  out  a 
Lorry  running  to  or  towards  Arras.  There  is  a  whole 
string  of  Lorries  ready,  and  we  make  a  dive  for  the  first. 
Near  by  a  number  of  Staff-Cars  are  drawn  up  waiting  to 
pass.  In  the  first  of  these,  as  Dicks  afterwards  tells  me, 
sits  a  Brass-Hat  with  a  prominent  chin.  All  unknow- 
ingly, I  had  been  within  a  few  yards  of  Sir  Douglas  Haig. 

We  stop  the  Lorries  and  dismount  where  the  road 
to  Etrun  leaves  the  Main  Road.  Having  arrived  at 
Divisional  Headquarters,  established  in  the  Chateau 
there,  we  seek  Major  Searight  and  he  advises  us  to  do  as 
we  had  indeed  wished — return  to  Arras  for  the  night. 
On  way  back  to  Hotel  de  Commerce,  I  get  a  further 
permit  to  remain  in  the  Hotel  from  the  Town  Major,  and 
also  post  a  letter  which  I  had  written  to  Mother  in  the 
morning. 

While  Dicks,  Eyres,  Blay  .and  I  are  at  tea  in  Hotel, 
who  should  turn  up  but  Leivers  in  the  Sixth  Somersets. 
I  enquire  about  Harold  Makins  (to  whom  I  afterwards 
write  a  short  letter)  and  Staight,  who,  I  learnt,  was 
blown  to  death  by  a  shell. 

During  dinner  a  shell  bursts  in  the  street  outside 
with  a  deafening  crash  and  pieces  of  shrapnel  come  in. 


Avril  7.    Samedi.    S.  Hegesippe 

In  the  Mess  of  the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers,  it  is 
rumoured  that  Home  Rule  has  been  granted  uncon- 
ditionally to  Ireland. 

Get  up  at  10.30,  dress  and  read.  At  12.15  p.m.  I 
go  to  the  Officers'  Baths  near  the  15th  Divisional  Canteen 
and  get  a  real  bath,  the  first  since  I  was  in  England. 

After  Lunch,  Dicks,  Blay  and  I  leave  Arras  once 
more  on  foot  and  get  picked  up  after  some  time  by  Motor 
Lorries  which  take  us  to  the  entrance  of  the  road  that 
leads  to  X  Hutments.  The  day  is  colder,  but  very  fine 
with  a  high  breeze  blowing,  and  great  masses  of  clouds 
passing  across  a  deeply  blue  sky.  Ahead  the  sunlight 
transfigures  a  tall,  damaged  tower  standing  on  a  wooded 
hill,  while  above  us  two  great  Observation  Balloons 

57 


swing  lazily  in  the  air,  and  there  are  others  moored 
further  off  to  the  left.  The  tower  is  one  of  the  West 
Towers  of  Mont  St.  Eloi  Abbey. 

Having  arrived  at  the  Camp,  Dicks  joins  his  Batt- 
alion, while  Blay  and  I  seek  out  the  Camp  Commandant. 
While  we  are  interviewing  the  latter  in  his  hut,  in  walks 
a  Staff  Captain,  who  solves  the  difficulty  of  accommo- 
dating us  (for  the  Household  Battalion  whom  we  were  to 
join,  do  not  arrive  until  to-morrow)  by  making  us  guests 
of  the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers.  While  Blay  and  I  are 
resting  in  Headquarters  Hut  suddenly  there  is  the  sharp 
rataplan  of  a  Machine  Gun,  and  a  shout  from  outside. 
We  rush  out  just  in  time  to  see  flames  bursting  from  one 
the  great  Observation  Balloons.  A  Bosche  plane  had 
suddenly  appeared  from  out  of  a  mass  of  cloud,  fired  at 
the  Balloon,  passed  and  dived  under  it  and  cleared  off  at 
150  an  hour.  The  men  in  the  Balloon  at  once  used  their 
parachutes  and  both  got  to  earth.  The  Balloon  slowly 
tilted  and  fell,  burning.  All  the  fabric,  except  the  car, 
was  consumed  before  reaching  the  ground.  The  Bosche 
plane  was  afterwards  engaged  in  a  fight  and  destroyed : 
so  we  heard. 


Avril  8.    Dimanche.    PAQUES. 

The  Staff  Captain  slept  in  the  Quartermaster  Store 
last  night  next  to  me.  He  knelt  to  pray  before  he  got 
into  his  valise. 

I  attend  the  R.C.  Church  Parade  at  10  a.m.  A  rude 
Altar  is  rigged  up  near  the  Incinerator  and  Padre 
McChayne  says  Mass.  I  believe  all  the  men  present 
approached  the  Altar  in  Holy  Communion  after  receiving 
the  General  Absolution. 

I  see  McGibney  and  Drew.  Scott,  I  hear,  has  gone 
to  the  Innis killing  Fusiliers.  I  have  Lunch  and  Tea 
with  McGibney's  "A  "  Company  of  the  1st  R.I.F's. 

At  a  quarter  to  Seven,  I  go  into  the  Church,  where  a 
few  soldiers  are  praying,  and  use  my  "  Sursum  Corda." 

By  the  way,  while  Lunch  was  being  eaten,  German 
shells  landed  all  round  us  for  a  half -hour  and  the  men  had 
to  be  cleared  out  of  the  huts.  Evidently  the  German  has 
spotted  something  unusual. 

After  much  difficulty  I  get  into  touch  with  the 
Quartermaster  and  Advanced  Party  Officers  of  the  1st 
Household  Brigade.  Accommodation  is  provided  for 
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Blay  and  myself  in  one  of  the  Huts  and  we  both  dine  at 
10th  Brigade  Headquarters  with  the  Brigadier,  the 
Brigade-Major,  the  Staff  Captain  and  others. 

Sergeant  Hale  of  the  1st  Hants  arrives  and  reports 
to  me  with  a  L/Cpl.  of  the  1st  R.B.  and  a  party  composed 
of  various  Regts.  of  the  Division.  My  Fatigue  Party  of 
11,  in  fact.  Blay  and  I  report  to  Adjutant  and  C.O.  of 
the  Household  Battalion  and  arrange  about  moving 
to-morrow. 

Blay  and  I  return  to  thank  Col.  Incledon -Webber 
(I.R.I.F.)  who  says  "  Your  courtesy  is  only  equalled  by 
your  personal  appearance  "  and  we  all  drink  whiskey- 
and-sodas  and  talk.  I  sleep  in  hut  with  Rice  and  others. 


Avril  9.    Lundi.    Ste.  Marie  Egyp. 
Z  Day. 

Rise  at  5.30  a.m.  Dress  quickly  and  prepare  for 
the  Advance.  Takle  gets  lost  and  I  go  to  look  for  him, 
finding  him  on  the  road  after  the  Household  Battalion 
has  moved  off. 

We  march  toward  Arras,  but  keep  to  the  North.  At 
noon  we  rest  for  Lunch  :  all  around  us  are  signs  of  the 
British  Advance- — Guns  roaring  :  German  prisoners  being 
brought  in  :  the  wounded  walking  or  being  carried  past, 
etc. 

The  men  allotted  to  me  from  Household  Battalion 
move  off  under  Captain  Bodington  (who  is  assisted  by 
various  subalterns,  including  Rice)  and  the  remainder  of 
the  Battalion  goes  elsewhere.  I  with  my  Fatigue  Party 
accompany  Captain  Bodington. 

Eyres  is  waiting  at  S.A.A.  Dump  on  northern  out- 
skirts of  Arras  where  we  load  up  with  S.A.A. ,  two  men' 
to  a  box. 

We  cross  our  own  trenches,  no  man's  land  and  the 
German  trenches.  When  we  are  on  the  ridge  just  above 
St.  Laurent-Blangy  village  (once),  the  German  puts  some 
shrapnel  over.  The  Fatigue  party,  at  end  of  line,  takes 
refuge  in  trenches  on  our  right  and  shells  burst  over  and 
around  us.  Sergeant-Ma  jo  r  and  other  wounded  pass  us  : 
I  administer  brandy,  etc.  We  move  on,  strike  road  and 
come  to  Ravine  where  Adv.  Divisional  Dump  is  to  be 
placed.  Bodington  and  his  400  men  already  arrived. 
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Brigade  Dumps  having  been  discovered  by  patrols,  the 
ammunition  is  all  carried  to  llth  and  12th  Brigade 
Dumps .  I  take  Sergeant  Hale  and  two  of  my  party  and 
locate  canal  and  towpath  along  which  convoys  were  to 
come  from  Main  Dump.  In  meantime  Convoy  arrives 
by  road,  unloads  and  Arms  carried  to  Brigade  Pump  as 
before. 


Avril  10.    Mardi.    S.  FuJbert. 

Last  night  Major  Searight  turns  up  just  as  I  arrived 
from  Canal  and  strafes  me  frightfully  for  having  no 
Green  Light,  Signboard,  etc.  He  says  "  It  is  the  least 
"organized  thing  of  the  whole  show." 

I  am  up  all  night  and  morning  with  Blay  to  make 
things  shipshape.  Early  in  morning  my  green  lamp 
arrives  from  llth  Brigade  Headquarters  whither  it  has 
been  carried  by  mistake.  Major  Searight  pays  another 
visit. 

Various  people  visit  me  at  Dump,  Convoys  come  and 
go,  Carrying  Parties  are  sent  off  to  Brigade  Dumps  or  to 
Half  Limbers  bringing  up  ammunition  from  Main  Dump, 
and  stuck  in  congested  traffic.  So  the  time  passes  in  a 
whirl. 

In  afternoon  Crowe  and  Scott  (latter  of  the  K.O.S.B.) 
come  up  and  establish  their  9th  Divisional  Advanced 
Dump  next  to  mine.  Scott  has  a  platform  dug  in  bank 
whereon  to  stack  his  ammunition  and  I  copy  him. 

A  jolly  old  personage  (Capt.  Koster)  arrives  who 
introduces  himself  to  me  as  D.A.A.Q.M.G.  of  the  4th 
Division  and  questions  me  about  things  connected  with 
the  Dump  and  with  portage  of  ammunition.  Major 
Searight  again  turns  up  and  says  this  time,  "  You've 
.done  very  well." 

All  our  objectives  (British)  captured  and  held  against 
counter  attack. 


Avril  11.     Mereredi.    S.  Leon,  pape. 

Blay  and  I  alternately  kept  watch  at  the  Dump  last 
night,  relieving  each  other  every  three  hours. 

1  hear  of  various  Battalions  in  the  Line.  The 
casualties  in  the  1st  Somersets  were  not  many,  but  Cap- 
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tain  Tanner  and  Hill  (who  went  with  me  to  Divisional 
School)  have  both  been  killed,  I  hear,  and  Queer  Card 
slightly  wounded. 

I  prepare  to  move  the  Advanced  Divisional  Dump 
forward  beyond  Athies  and  so  I  pack  off  all  the  stuff  lean 
at  my  present  Advanced  Dump  on  to  Brigade  Dumps. 

At  about  6  p.m.,  when  the  next  Convoy  of  Mules 
comes  in  from  Main  Divisional  Dump,  I  unload  from  it 
only  the  Very  Lights,  and  taking  with  me  my  L/C  pi.  and 
three  men,  I  lead  it  tnrough  Athies  to  a  spot  1000  yds. 
east  of  Athies,  on  the  left  of  Athies-Fampoux 
road,  just  under  a  bank.  Here  I  establish  the  nucleus 
of  my  new  Advanced  Dump,  leaving  the  L/Cpl.  and 
men  in  charge  and  return  to  my  present  Dump. 

It  is  bitterly  cold  and  continues  to  snow  as  it  has 
been  doing  for  two  or  three  days.  Fampoux  is  now 
occupied  by  our  troops,  but  the  Cavalry  which  we  send 
forward  to  break  through  the  German  Line  is  held  up  by 
Machine  Guns. 


Avril  12.    Jeudi.    S.  Jules. 

Last  night  Blay  and  I  posted  Sentries  over  the  Dump 
and  so  got  more  sleep. 

Brigade  Dumps  are  now  sending  their  own  Convoys 
of  Pack  Animals  to  be  Carrying  Parties  from  A  Div. 
Dump. 

No.  10  Brigade  Dump,  which  has  been  working  with 
No.  12  Bde.  Dump  on  the  Athies-Fampoux  road 
300  yds.  west  of  Fampoux,  now  pushed  forward  to 
further  side  of  Fampoux  village. 

The  Fourth  and  Ninth  Divisions,  which  have  been 
trying  to  break  the  enemy  lines  are  held  up  by  Machine 
Guns  and  sustain  heavy  casualties. 

In  afternoon  Eyres  comes  up  from  Main  Dump  with 
a  Convoy  of  Limbers,  whose  arrival  had  been  delayed 
owing  to  someone's  slackness  :  I  had  just  shaved  and  was 
washing  my  face.  I  go  off  with  him  and  lead  his  Convoy 
to  my  new  Advanced  Dump.  This,  though,  has  been 
shifted  by  Artillery  who  wanted  the  position  for  their 
Guns,  so  I  re-establish  my  new  Dump  100  yds.  nearer 
Fampoux  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  and  right  on 
the  road  itself,  which  has  an  enormous  traffic  of  convoys 
wounded,  guns,  cavalry,  etc. 
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The  Quartermaster  of  the  Household  Batt.  tells  me 
that  Bodington  has  been  killed.  From  Johns  I  learn  of 
the  deaths  of  Foy,  Card,  Herepath.  I  return  to  old 
Dump,  leave  Blay  in  charge  and,  taking  tarpaulin,  Green 
Lamp  and  some  Very  Lights  to  New  Dump  on  10th  Bri- 
gade Pack  Animals,  I  stay  there  the  night. 


Avril  13.    Vendredi.    S.  Justin. 

314188  Taylor,  of  1st  Somersets,  and  1083  Pilgrim, 
L.  H.,  of  the  1st  H.B.  behave  extraordinary  well  in 
incident  narrated  at  bottom  of  tliis  page. 

At  7.30  a.m.  several  of  the  Household  Battalion  go 
past,  returning  from  the  Line.  Brigadier-General 
Gosailin,  of  the  10th  Bde.  has  been  killed.  I  see  Price, 
who  stops  to  shake  hands  and  exchange  a  word  as  he 
passes.  How  muddy  and  unkempt  we  all  are,  now  ! 

Johns  passes  again  with  his  carrying  party  (from  B. 
Coy.  1st  Somersets)  and  he  says  that  D.  W.  Gardner  has 
been  wounded  in  both  legs  and  Little  Gardner  has  been 
killed.  The  Sunken  Road  by  Hyderabad  Redoubt  is  a 
regular  death-trap. 

Ridge  passes  with  the  Somerset  Transport  and  I 
speak  to  him. 

Major  Searight  visits  the  Dump  and  dislikes  its 
position.  I  explain  that  the  Artillery  turned  us  out  of 
our  first  spot  and  there  was  not  much  choice  now  for  a 
position,  but  he  suggests  digging  a  terrace  in  the  embank- 
ment on  the  other  side  of  the  road  and  putting  the  Dump 
there.  Blay  joins  me  with  the  rest  of  my  party  so  I  put 
them  on  to  digging  the  terrace  and  also  shelters  for  them- 
selves in  the  bank.  Blay,  my  servant  and  I  are  to  sleep 
on  the  Dump  itself,  as  I  did  last  night. 

Johns  kindly  sends  me  up  my  Mail,  one  letter  from 
Helen  T.,  one  from  Perry  and  one  from  Mother,  dated 
4th  April. 

Before  I  finish  reading  last  night  I  get  an  urgent 
note  from  Armstrong  instructing  me  to  deliver  Red  Very 
Lights  to  Bde.  Dumps,  Lights  being  wanted  in  Front 
Line,  to-night.  I  get  out  Fatigue  Party  and  just  as  they 
are  loading  up,  a  bombardment  of  gas  (lachrymatory)  and 
other  shells  comes  on  to  us.  I  give  order  "  Gas  Helmets 
on !  "  and  set  off  to  Dumps.  Only  one  box  of  Very  Lights 
arrived,  but  fortunately  Bde.  Dumps  are  already  supplied . 
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Avril  14.    Samedi.    S.  Tiburce. 

Returned  from  No.  11  and  10  Bde.  Dumps  this 
morning  at  about  2  a.m.  Unable  to  find  No.  12  Dump 
though  I  had  wandered  right  up  to  Front  Line  in  search 
of  it.  I  find  that  shells  had  fallen  all  round  my  Dump 
when  I  return,  and  one  had  fallen  on  the  road  6  ft.from 
the  stack  of  Mills  No.  8  Bombs. 

A  subaltern,  2/Lt.  Smith  arrives  at  about  11  this 
morning,  sent  by  Colonel  Martin  to  help  me  at  the  Dump, 
because  "  I  am  almost  unable  to  cope  with  the  work." 
Smith,  Blay  and  I  go  and  look  at  the  captured  German 
howitzers  near  the  Dump.  There  are  stacks  of  German 
shells  lying  about  and  some  of  the  German  guns  have  been 
turned  round,  and  German  gas  and  other  shells  are  being 
sent  over  to  the  German  lines  as  fast  as  they  can  be  fired. 
That  is  really  too  bad  !  !  ! 

Smith  and  I  discover  an  excellent  dugout  in  the 
Artillery  Trench  near  the  Dump.  This  we  appropriate 
and  convert  to  our  own  purposes. 

An  urgent  order  comes  through  from  llth  Bde. 
Headquarters  for  Stokes  Ammunition  and  Very  Lights, 
so  I  turn  out  my  Fatigue  Party  in  the  midst  of  a  shelling 
to  cany  up  the  material. 

L/Cpl.  Evans  brings  Chocolate,  Biscuits,  etc.,  from 
the  Canteen  at  St.  Nicholas  and  we  make  merry. 

I  hear  that  the  4th  Division  is  once  mo  re  going  up  to 
the  attack. 


Avril  15.    Dimanche.     Quasimodo. 

At  midnight  a  note  arrives  from  Armstrong,  in- 
cluding a  message  to  the  effect  that,  owing  to  shortage  of 
officers,  he  will  be  returning  to  his  Regt.,  and  2nd  Lt. 
Tibbs,  of  Etrun  Dump,  will  take  over  the  Main 
Dump. 

Major  Searight  comes  along  in  a  critical  mood  and 
says  that  the  Dump  is  to  be  shifted  once  more — it  is  to 
be  set  up  on  the  St.  Laurent — Blangy— Gavrelle 
Road,  fifty  yds.  past  the  iron  signpost  which  points 
down  the  track  leading  to  1'Abbayette. 

He  takes  Smith  and  myself  off  with  him,  retiring 
into  Divisional  Headquarters  and  sending  us  on  to  the 
place  in  question  to  select  a  site  for  a  Dump. 
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No  rations  come  in  to-day.  This  morning  Smith 
and  I  threw  ourselves  on  the  clemency  of  the  Artillery  to 
obtain  a  meal,  and  D  50  Battery  entertained  us  royally 
with  tea,  biscuits,  English  butter,  potted  meat  and 
marmalade. 

Major  Searight  comes  along  again  in  the  evening  and 
raises  Cain  :  criticizing  right  and  left  and  declaring  we 
shall  break  his  heart.  Blay  rejoins  his  Regt.,  Smith  is  left 
behind  with  three  men  to  hand  over  the  Dump  to  the  51st 
Division  to-morrow,  while  I  go  on  with  the  rest  of  my 
Party  to  found  the  Third  New  Adv.  Div.  Dump. 

We  arrive  after  dark,  spread  the  tarpaulin  over  a 
shell-hole  to  accommodate  ourselves  for  the  night,  settle 
down  and  listen  to  the  shells. 


Avril  16.    Lundi.    S.  Fructueux. 

17  Limbers  unloaded  in  20  min.    Stout  Work  \ 

Shortly  after  Midnight,  2/Lt.  Borain  comes  along 
with  a  Convoy  of  Pack  Mules  which  discharge  their  load 
on  the  side  of  the  road  :  on  his  heels  comes  2/Lt.  Cook 
with  17  Limbers,  the  contents  of  which  are  hurled  forth 
upon  the  first  pile.  At  6  a.m.  a  third  Limber  turns  up 
with  Ve'ry  Lights. 

I  decide  that  the  best  way  of  stowing  away  the  Dump 
material  is  to  dig  small  pits  out  of  the  ditch  on  the  left 
side  of  the  road  about  110  yds.  behind  the  Machine  Gun 
Emplacement  Dugout  where  is  the  nucleus  of  No.  10  Bde. 
Dump.  While  the  men  are  digging  these  pits,  Major 
Searight  comes  along  and  goes  at  me  tooth  and  nail : 
calls  me  a  "  bloody  fool  "  and  speaks  of  relieving  me  of 
my  post  :  says  that  he  had  intended  to  ignore  all  my 
previous  mistakes,  to  let  "  bygones  be  bygones  "  and 
give  me  a  fresh  start,  and  here  I've  made  a  mess  of  it 
again  :  wondered  if  I  could  read  a  Map  :  and  says  he 
wished  that  he  had  assented  yesterday  when  Colonel 
Martin  suggested  returning  me  to  my  Regt. 

I  am  too  fed  up  to  say  much,  but  when  I  suggest 
moving  up  to  the  Machine  Gun  Emplacement  and  putting 
the  Dump  there,  he  says  :  "No,  no,  don't  move  now," 
and  goes  off  in  an  awful  temper. 

Smith  joins  me  from  the  Fampoux  Road  and  I  open 
my  heart  to  him.  He  sympathizes  :  and  when  Major 
Searight  comes  along  3  hours  later  and  says,  on  finding 
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my  Dump  packed  away  into  four  pits  in  the  earth, 
"Well,  that's  all  right,"  Smith  goes  off  with  him  and 
follows  up  the  advantage,  shewing  him  that  /MS  idea  of  a 
Dump  at  the  Machine  Gun  Emplacement  is  perfectly 
impossible  :  and  that  my  idea  is  much  better.  Event- 
ually Major  Searight  says  "  Yes,  I  think  that's  the  best 
place  after  all,"  comes  back  to  me  and  exclaims  :  "Alright, 
well,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Coles."  Good  old  Smith  ! 

In  the  evening  Eyre  and  Major  Searight  turn  up  and 
Atkinson  and  Cooke  bring  Convoy  and  Limbers,  which 
are  unpacked  beside  the  road.  Smith,  Hornblower  (10th 
Bde.  Dump  Officer)  and  I  occupy  Mineshaft  under  road 
near  my  Dump. 

Avril  17.     Mardi.     S.  Rodolphe. 

Hornblower,  Smith  and  I  slept  together  last  night 
and  kept  warm.  The  weather  is  very  wretched  and  rain 
falls  during  most  of  the  day. 

We  rise  very  late,  about  1 1  o'clock,  and  start  digging 
more  shallow  pits,  in  which  to  pack  away  the  Ammu- 
nition unloaded  last  night  after  arriving  from  Main 
Dump.  The  digging  and  packing  occupies  most  of  the 
day. 

Smith  is  summoned  to  the  Adv.  Divisional  Head- 
quarters by  telegram  from  Major  Searight  who  wished  to 
speak  to  him  about  the  Adv.  Dump  on  the  Fampoux 
Road,  which  we  are  apparently  taking  over  again  from 
the  51st  Division.  Meanwhile  Hornblower  and  I  move 
from  the  Mine  Shaft  into  the  Machine  Gun  Emplacement, 
having  turned  out  the  R.N.D.  people  who  were  occupying 
the  latter. 

In  late  afternoon  Smith  returns  and  greets  me  with 
"  You  lucky  beggar,"  explaining  that  Major  Searight  has 
suddenly  decided  that  I  need  a  rest  and  that  the  following 
arrangements  have  been  made.  Smith  is  to  take  my 
place  at  Adv.  Divisional  Dump,  while  I  go  down  and  stay 
with  Tibbs  at  Main  Dump  for  two  days'  rest  :  while 
Eyres  is  to  come  up  from  St.  Nicholas  and  take  charge  of 
Dump  on  Fampoux  Road. 

So  in  the  evening  peace,  with  sunset  light  shining 
across  lands  made  white  by  a  hail-storm,  I  set  out  for  St. 
Nicholas,  accompanied  by  my  servant  and  whistling: 
"  For  all  the  Saints  who  from  their  labours  rest  "  to 
"  Dudley  Narbo rough's  tune,"  as  I  call  the  tune  in  Eng- 
lish Hymnal. 
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At  St.  Nicholas,  Tibbs  and  Cooke,  two  absolutely 
topping  chaps,  make  me  welcome  :  and  after  an  excellent 
dinner,  I  go  to  bed  in  Cooke's  pyjamas  and  two  of  his 
blankets. 


Avril  18.    Mereredi.    S.  Parfait. 

I  am  given  my  breakfast  in  bed  :  and  rising  at  10.30, 
I  wash  and  shave  for  the  first  time  for  several  days — and 
feel  like  one  of  the  gods  in  heaven. 

In  the  afternoon,  accompanied  by  Bombardier 
Rogers,  I  go  over  the  Main  Dump  Store  and  make  out  an 
inventory  for  Tibbs. 

Cooke,  as  far  as  looks  are  concerned,  is  almost  ex- 
actly like  Co  by  Black.  Tibbs,  Cooke  and  I  have  great  fun 
discussing  Major  Searight,  whose  voice  Cooke  mimics 
splendidly  :  "  I'm  a  whale  for  S.A.A.  " 

After  dinner  (8. 15  p.m.),  Tibbs,  Cooke  and  I  turn  out 
with  all  the  Fatigue  Party  at  the  Main  Dump  and  pro- 
ceed to  unload  3  Motor  Lorries  and  4  G.S.  Waggons  of 
Ammun.,  and  load  four  Limbers  and  a  Limber  and  a 
Half  with  Ammunition  and  Rations  for  Smith  at  the  Adv. 
Dump  and  also  the  51st  Division,  M.G.  Company. 

Cooke,  Tibbs  and  I  have  a  glorious  time,  especially 
Cooke  and  myself,  running  about  with  lights  and  being 
ordered  to  do  this  and  that  by  the  men  in  the  excitement. 

The  whole  business  is  accomplished  in  about  one 
hour,  marvellously  good  work,  as  we  assure  each 
other  triumphantly. 

This  morning  as  I  was  lying  in  bed,  apparently 
asleep,  the  out-going  Town-Major  of  St.  Nicholas  came 
in  and  chatted  with  Tibbs  and  Cooke,  who  pointed  to  me 
and  said:  "That's  Coles,  he's  been  having  a  hellish 
time!  " 


Avril  19.     Jeudi..     S.  Timon. 

Tibbs  goes  off  to  a  "Conference  of  Officers", 
summoned  by  Major  Searight,  and  leaves  me  in  charge  of 
the  Main  Dump.  Cooke  and  I  get  up  horribly  late  :  I 
feel  very  seedy  and  sick  and  have  no  zest  in  life. 

At  noon  Lieut.  Gummer,  Gordon  Highlanders,  comes 
along  as  Assistant  Staff  Captain  of  153  Brigade — he  came 
up  with  the  Limbers  last  night — with  more  Limbers 
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which  I  have  the  men  load.  Tibbs  comes  back  and 
Koster,  D.A.A.Q.M.G.  arrives  and  chats  with  Tibbs. 
Father  Blane,  Brigade  Transport  Officer,  and  of  my 
Battn.,  comes  in  the  retinue  of  Koster  and  walks  over  to 
give  me  a  few  words  of  greeting. 

The  Brigade  Post  Corporal  tells  me  that  several 
letters  and  parcels  are  awaiting  my  disposal  at  the 
Transport. 

In  the  afternoon  just  before  tea,  I  have  a  Bundook 
and  Box- Respirator  Inspection,  as  well  as  a  Roll  Call, 
for  the  Fatigue  Party  attached  to  the  Main  Dump. 

Tibbs  tells  me  that  he  admires  my  Dump  and  con- 
siders the  siting  and  arrangement  splendid  :  but  he  brings 
the  news  that  a  shell  dropped  into  the  pit  nearest  the 
Machine  Gun  Emplacement  and  blew  it  up  to-day. 

Takle  brings  me  letters  :  one  from  Cox's,  three  from 
Mother,  one  from  Father,  two  from  the  Princess,  one  from 
Burgie  Northcroft  (who  is  now  over  here — came  out  on 
Holy  Saturday),  and  one  from  Miss  Wiles,  who  writes  : 
"  I  am  always  being  reminded  of  you  as  your  Wells  Cathl. 
"  hangs  over  my  writing  table  at  Sherborne  and  I  look 
"  upon  you  as  an  adopted  Sherborne  son." 

Our  guest  at  dinner  is  an  officer  of  the  5th  Middlesex 
Regt.,  who  comes  in  to  make  arrangements  about  taking 
over  the  Dump. 

Tibbs  and  I  discuss  Catholicism,  etc. 


Avril  20.    Vendredi.     S.    Marcelin. 

40533  Cleland  J.,  2nd  Seaforths,  behaved  very 
courageously  in  helping  Smith  to  minimize  the  effect  of 
the  explosions  yesterday. 

This  morning  I  refuse  Breakfast  :  and  before  I  move 
to  get  up,  Tibbs  sends  for  the  M.O.  of  a  near-by  Dressing 
Station,  who  takes  my  temperature,  feels  my  pulse,  asks 
me  if  I  have  been  doing  a  great  deal  lately  and  leaves  me 
with  the  injunction  to  stay  in  bed  all  day  and  the  promise 
to  send  round  some  medicine. 

Takle  goes  to  the  Transport  Line  of  the  1st  Somersets 
and  brings  me  back  two  parcels  from  Home  :  one  of  them 
very  knocked  about  and  minus  a  cake  and  a  battery- 
refill.  The  Dork,  however,  which  Mother  mentioned  in 
her  letter  dated  April  1st,  arrives  safely  and  is  at  once 
established  on  the  side  of  the  bed,  to  the  delight  and  ad- 
miration of  everybody. 
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I  eat  all  the  Lime-juice  Tablets  and  other  sweets 
which  arrive  in  that  parcel.  I  have  no  Lunch,  but  for 
tea  there  is  a  generous  cup  of  strong  Oxo  awaiting  me 
which  Tibbs  had  fished  out  of  somewhere.  Creask, 
Tibbs'  servants,  put  another  of  Cooke's  blankets  over  me 
and  Tibbs  gives  me  his  British  Warm. 

The  people  who  are  relieving  Tibbs  at  the  Main 
Dump  come  in  and  .confer  loudly  and  long.  They  par- 
take of  dinner.  Then  Smith  turns  up,  having  been 
relieved  at  the  Advancee  Dump.  I  hear  Cooke  say  : 
"  Coles  has  got  a  topping  little  duck  which  he  sticks  on 
the  edge  of  his  bed  and  looks  at  and  then  goes  to  sleep." 

Smith  comes  over  and  talks  to  me  about  the  Dump 
and  the  Explosion .  The  shell  which  fell  in  the  pit  blew 
up  the  S.A.A.  and  Mills  Bombs  and  set  fire  to  the  Very 
Lights  and  Tarpaulin .  While  they  were  trying  to  drag 
away  the  Tarpaulin,  Hewett,  the  "Ancient  Hypocrite," 
was  killed  by  the  bursting  of  one  of  the  Mills  Grenades. 

Smith  tells  me  that  Major  Searight  said  yesterday : 
"I've  come  to  the  conclusion  that  Coles  has  got  his  head 
"screwed  on  the  right  way  after  all.  He's  put  the  Dump 
"  in  a  splendid  place." 

Avril  21.    Samedi.    S.  Anselme. 

The  handing  over  of  the  Main  Dump  is  completed 
this  morning.  Eyres  arrives,  having  been  relieved  from 
his  Dump  on  the  Fampoux  Road.  Smith  and  I  go  forth 
to  buy  biscuits,  cake  and  apricots  from  the  Canteen  in  St. 
Nicholas  and  with  some  salmon  and  lobster  which  we 
already  had,  we  prepare  a  magnificent  Farewell  Repast 
which  is  duly 

Then  we  leave  our  drippy  dugout  (Cooke  had  gone 
previously)  and  with  the  various  Fatigue  Parties  which 
had  been  working  on  all  Dumps  we  go  to  the  Octroi  be- 
tween St.  Nicholas  and  Arras,  the  place  of  assembly. 
Crossing  the  St.  Nicholas  Bridge,  I  encounter  D.M. 
Micklethwaite,  the  Keble  Fresher  of  Michaelmas,  1915, 
whom  Narborough  admired  from  afar.  We  chat  together 
awhile,:  I  am  awfully  bucked  to  see  him.  He  is  in  the 
East  Yorks.  Regt. 

I  see  Rice,  Dicks,  Armstrong  and  various  other 
people  as  the  Battalions  of  the  Division  assemble  at  the 
Octroi  to  board  the  Motor  Lorries  which  are  taking  them 
back  from  the  Line.  I  seem  to  recognise  a  pugilistic  face 
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belonging  to  an  officer  in  the  1st  Warwicks  :  so  I  accost 
him  and  find  he  is  Nichols,  who  used  to  be  Bombing 
Officer  to  the  13th  Warwicks  at  Blandford.  We  speak 
of  Colonel  Grove  White,  Levy,  Brabant,  Corporal  (now 
Sergeant)  Walkeden,  Lucas  and  others. 

Good-bye  to  Tibbs.  Smith  and  I  are  put  in  charge 
of  llth  and  12th  Brigade  Men  of  Fatigue  Parties.  We 
board  Lorries  at  8.30  p.m.,  and  suffer  a  cold  ride  for  3 
hours.  One  Lorry,  with  the  llth  and  12th  Bde.  Men  of 
the  Dump  Parties  goes  astray.  Smith  and  I  are  landed 
at  Lignereuil,  where  Divis.  Headqrs.  are.  Smith  and  I 
go  to  the  magnificent  Chateau,  climb  stairs  and  enter  high 
tapestried  rooms. 

The  car  of  Colonel  Martin  A.A.  and  Q.M.G.  takes  us 
to  the  villages  where  our  Battalions  are  respectively 
billetted. 


Avril  22.     Dimanehe.     S.  Sosthene. 

The  driver  of  Col.  Martin's  Car  lands  me  at  Izel-les- 
Hameaux  in  the  small  hours .  I  wander  round  and  knock 
at  dark  doors  seeking  for  a  bed,  fruitlessly.  Neither 
Takle  nor  my  Valise  are  with  me  :  so,  in  despair,  I  turn  in 
and  sleep  above  No.  9  and  10  Platoons  in  a  barn.  The 
Sentry  kindly  lends  me  his  blanket. 

Tibbs  told  me  in  confidence  yesterday  that  Higher 
Authority  had  informed  him  that  the  Ammunition  Supply 
to  Infantry  had  never  been  run  better  in  the  4th  Division 
than  in  this  last  Stunt. 

I  am  awakened  by  the  morning  stirring  of  "  C  ' 
Company,  and  having  sought  Chich's  billet,  I  find  him 
and  Frith  in  bed.  Salutations  and  enquiries  (Chich  has 
his  left  arm  in  a  sling,  owing  to  an  accident  with  a  Very 
Pistol)  and  then  I  proceed  to  Axtell,  who  gives  me  a  billet 
in  No.  135.  I  proceed  to  No.  135  and  find  there  Padre 
Halet,  Captain  Blane,  Smith  and  the  Walrus,  all  in 
various  stages  of  shaving  and  dressing.  I  wash  and  shave 
and  then  go  down  to  Battalion  Mess  with  the  Padre. 
The  C.O.  greets  me  and  makes  a  few  enquiries,  and  the 
Padre  hands  me  two  letters,  one  from  Mother  and  one 
from  Miss  Merewether.  Later  on  I  get  a  registered  letter 
from  Father  containing  £5  and  another  letter  from 
Mother. 

Takle  arrives  from  Menin  where  the  lost  Motor  Lorry 
landed  last  night,  and  I  send  him  off  to  Ambrines  on  a 
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Limber  to  rescue  my  Valise  from  the  Household  Bat- 
talion.    I  open  the  second  of  the  two  Friday  parcels. 

Foley  has  come  to  the  Battalion  (he  greets  me  and 
asks  if  he  did  not  know  me  at  Crownhill)  and  others.  To- 
day Mario w  and  others  yet  arrive.  Marlow  is  posted  to 
"  C,"  and  is  billetted  at  135.  I  write  a  letter  to  Mother. 

Avril  23.    Lundi.    S.  Georges. 

Frith,  Marlow,  Pearson  and  I  go  now  with  "  C  ' 
Company.  Parade  to-day  is  from  9-12.30.  During  the 
last  hour  of  the  morning,  Marlow  and  I  sit  under  Frith 
for  instructions  in  the  Lewis  Gun. 

In  afternoon  I  inspect  Ammunition  of  Nos.  11  and 
12  Platoons 

Yesterday  the  following  appalling  writing  arrived 
from  Div.  Headquarters  : 

"  Will  you  kindly  forward  to  this  office  as  early  as 
"  possible  a  statement  shewing  the  material,  ammunition, 
"etc.,  handed  over  by  you  to  other  formations. 

"  It  should  be  stated  whether  receipts  were  obtained. 

W.  S.  Newbolt,  2/Lt.  for 

Major. 
22/4/17.  D.A.Q.M.G.  4th  Division." 

Absolutely  nonplussed,  since  I  have  no  records  and 
have  destroyed  most  of  my  receipts,  I  dispatch  urgent 
requests  for  advice  to  Tibbs  and  Smith,  by  O.R.L.S.  and 
Brigade  Signals. 

Childs,  1st  Som.  L.I.  and  Divisional  Gas  Officer  dines 
in  Mess  and  afterwards  comes  to  135  Billet  for  a  Rubber 
of  Bridge  with  the  Padre,  Marlow  and  Smith. 

The  day  has  been  exquisite,  though  the  weather  is 
still  somewhat  cold.  My  feet  are  affected  by  a  touch  of 
frostbite. 

Avril  24.     Mardi    S.  Gaston. 

No.  12  Platoon  on  parade  to-day  consists  of  3  Pri- 
vates, Sergeant  Noble  and  myself.  For  work,  Nos.  11 
and  12  unite.  We  start  with  P.T.  and  games  which  are 
great  fun — Marlow  and  I  taking  part  in  P.T.  and  Twos 
and  Threes.  The  day  is  exquisite,  though  cool  and  at 
times  cold — the  air  having  a  much  softer  quality. 

Again  Frith  takes  a  little  Class  for  instruction  in  the 
Lewis  Gun,  Marlow  and  I  joining  the  group. 
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Another  parcel  arrives  from  Home. 

Walrus  and  I  pass  the  Brigadier  General,  who  returns 
our  Salute  and  greeting  with  a  Salute  and  a  kind  smile. 
He  comes  into  our  Mess  for  tea. 

The  Padre  (Halet)  and  Marlow  discuss  the  War, 
Padres,  Neville  Talbot,  etc.  I  learn  from  their  talk  that 
Marlow  is  an  Oxford  man,. 

Padre  Whiteside  turns  up  in  the  Mess  for  Dinner. 


Avril  25.     Mereredi.     S.  Marc. 

To-day  Chich  has  to  undergo  an  Anti-Tetanus  Inoc- 
ulation, and  Frith  takes  a  Class  in  Lewis  Gun  Firing  on 
the  Range  :  so  Marlow  is  left  in  command  of  the  Company, 
Marlow,  I  discover,  is  a  Univ.  man  (i.e.  Colleg.  Univ.,) 

"  C  "  Company  fires  on  the  Range  this  morning. 

Backhouse  rejoins  the  Battalion.  Bucked  to  see 
him. 

I  procure  a  bath. 

After  dinner  Chich  asks  me  to  ascribe  in  writing  some 
act  of  gallantry  to  my  servant,  Pte.  Takle,  so  that  the 
latter  will  be  enabled  to  have  an  uncompleted  sentence  of 
Field  Punishment  washed  out.  I  accordingly  write  the 
statement. 

"  On  the  night  of  April  13th,  1917,  Pte.  Takle,  L., 
"of  "C  "  Company,  1st  Som.  L.I.,  displayed  great  re- 
"  source  and  promptness  in  unloading  boxes  of  Red  Very 
"  Lights  at  the  Advanced  4th  Divisional  Dump  (pre- 
"  paratory  to  their  being  carried  to  Brigade  Dumps, 
"  where  they  were  urgently  needed),  during  a  heavy 
"  bombardment  of  German  gas  and  other  shells. 

"  Pte.  Takle  also  rendered  good  service  in  carrying 
"messages  to  and  fro  between  the  Main  and  Advanced 
"  Divisional  Dumps  at  various  times  under  shell  fire. " 

A.   E.  Coles, 

2/Lt., 

1st  Som  L.I. 

25/1  V/l  7. 

I  see  the  C.O.  in  Orderly  Room,  and  speak  about 
Taylor  and  Harper  for  recommendation.  Taylor  is 
already  in  for  a  Commission. 
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Avril  26.    Jeudi.    S.  Clet. 

To-day  a  telegram  arrives  from  Divisional  Head- 
quarters : 

"  Please  reply  to  this  office  QR1 549/51  of  22nd  inst. 
"  re  ammunition  handed  over." 

I  have  decided  that  I  am  unable  to  give  the  state- 
ment required,  so  I  consult  Marlow  and  Smith,  and  with 
Marlow's  assistance  compose  the  following  : 

"  To  the  D.A.Q.M.G.,  4th  Division 

"  from  2/Lt.  A.  E.  Coles,  1st  Somerset  L.I. 

"  Reference  QR1 549/51  of  the  22/4/17,  I  regret  that 
"  I  am  unable  to  forward  the  required  statement. 
"  Owing  to  the  fact  that  I  was  unaware  that  a  permanent 
"  record  would  be  required,  the  receipts  and  records  were 
"  unfortunately  destroyed  when  I  was  relieved,  etc.  " 
26/1  V/l  7. 

A  parcel  from  Home  arrives  with  a  letter  from 
Mother  containing  primroses  and  a  note  from  the  Prin- 
cess to  Mother. 

The  Doctor,  Marlow,  Chich,  Gage-Brown,  Frith  and 
I  sit  together  at  Mess  this  evening  at  the  bottom  of  the 
table.  The  talk  becomes  very  scholastic,  Frith  and 
Gage-Brown  being  mathematical  and  putting  their  heads 
togetherover  (x — y)2and  the  square  on  the  hypotenuse- 
square  on  other  two  sides  :  and  the  Doctor,  Marlow  and 
I  discussing  the  Old  and  New  Pronunciations.  Chich, 
sitting  between  the  two  parties,  gets  the  benefit  of  both 
Classical  and  Modern  Sides.  Poor  Chich  !  ! 


Avril  27.    Vendredi.    S.  Anastase. 

To-day  the  Battalion  marches  out  by  Companies  to 
Brigade-Training  Area  :  here  Chich  joins  '  C  "  Company 
which  practises  Extensions,  etc. 

I  am  detailed  to  march  the  Bathing  Party  of  "  C  ' 
Company  to  the  Baths  at  5  p.m.  But  on  arriving  at 
Company  Billets  at  appointed  hour,  I  find  they  had  gone 
down  under  the  Sergeant-Major  three-quarters  of  an 
hour  previously. 

At  tea  in  the  Mess  I  introduce  the  cake  which  arrived 
in  my  last  parcel.  It  is  given  a  cordial  reception. 

At  Mess  to-night  I  sit  between  Captain  Marshall 
(graduate  of  Exeter)  and  Frith.  Everybody  is  in  a 
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frightfully  good  mood.  Marshall  and  I  join  in  reviling 
Axtell  across  the  table. 

We  are  moving  again  to-morrow. 

I  write  a  letter  to  Mother. 

I  make  one  or  two  alterations  in  the  verses  with 
which  I  commenced  my  latest  poem  yesterday.  The 
subject  is  the  Pilgrimage  which  Burgie  Northcroft  and  I 
made  to  Sherborne  from  Blandford  about  this  time  last 
year. 

Avril  28.    Samedi.    S.  Vital. 

Rising  at  5.30  a.m.  we  have  Breakfast  at  6.10  and 
pack  for  moving.  Chich  does  not  come  with  us,  as  he 
goes  to-day  to  a  Lewis  Gun  School  at  Etaples.  So  "  C  " 
Company  Officers  consist  of  Frith  (O.C.  Company), 
Marler,  Pearson  and  myself. 

We  parade  at  8  and  soon  the  Battalion  commences 
the  march.  At  11.15  a.m.  we  turn  aside  from  our  road 
into  Hutments  (Sausage  Hutments)  near  Acq.  This  is 
preparatory  to  moving  up  the  line.  "  B  "  and  "  C  ' 
Companies  are  placed  together  in  one  hut,  so  we  muster 
Captain  Thomas  Marshall,  myself,  Marler,  Frith,  Foley, 
Backhouse  and  Davis. 

In  Mess  to-night  Padre  Halet  speaks  of  Farrar,  a 
Keble  mart  just  given  the  D.S.O.  I  leave  Mess  after  the 
Meat  to  issue  the  Company  Rum  in  bulk  to  the  Platoon 
Sergeants  and  individually  to  the  Platoon  (No.  11)  :  Then 
return  to  Mess  and  eat  my  pudding,  which  has  been  saved 
forme. 

Gould  comes  back  from  the  4th  Army  School. 
Sergeant  Ferriss,  who  also  comes  back  from  the  School, 
is  to  be  my  Platoon  Sergeant  in  place  of  Sergeant  Noble. 
"  Sergeant  Ferriss  is  a  very  stout  lad  "  says  Frith. 

We  sing  :  "  Another  little  drink  wouldn't  do  us  any 
harm,"  etc.  Codner  calls  me:  "You  bloody  old 
Bishop  !  " 

Avril  29.     Dimanche.     S.  Robert. 

This  morning  we  parade  at  9.30  a.m.  "  en  bataillon" 
and  march  to  V  Hutments,  arriving  at  about  11.15  a.m. 

The  C.O.  summons  all  officers  and  unfolds  what  little 
is  known  of  the  coming  event. 
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I  continue  to  write  "The  Pilgrimage," 

The  day  is  a  magnificent  one,  with  a  gorgeous  and 
long-lasting  sunset. 

At  5.15  p.m.  there  is  a  Voluntary  Service  in  a  big 
Marquee  near  our  Section  of  the  Hutments .  Padre  Halet 
and  another  Padre.  The  Service  consists  of  a  kind  of 
Vespers,  with  hymns  and  an  address  by  Halet.  This  is 
followed  by  a  Celebration,  celebrant  being  the  other 
Padre.  Leslie  Axtell  (sitting  next  me),  Frith  and  others 
of  the  officers,  besides  men^.  and  officers  of  other  Units 
attend — a  very  beautiful  evening  service. 

Frith,  Marler,  Banfield,  Axtell,  Pearson  and  I  sleep 
in  one  Hut.  Frith  sews  on  buttons,  so  I  make  remarks 
about  Mrs.  Dorcas  Frith  :  and  also  speak  of  Marler's 
resembling  a  Bosche  Sergeant-Major.  So  Frith  and 
Marler,  after  turning  Axtell  out  of  bed,  turn  me  out,  also. 


Avril  30.     Lundi.     S.  Ludovic. 

This  morning  there  is  P.T.  by  Platoons  for  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour.  Then  censoring  of  letters. 

At  3.30  the  Valises  are  packed  and  the  Battalion 
parades  at  4.45  p.m.  to  march  into  Arras.  It  is  a  glorious 
day.  We  enter  the  Baudimont  Gate  and  turn  aside  from 
the  Main  Street  down  to  the  left.  The  men  &fe  billetted 
in  a  large  warehouse,  and  "  C  "  Company  Officers  in  a 
house  near  1'Eglise  S.  Ge"ry. 

At  8.30  a  message  suddenly  arrives  from  Orderly 
Room  detailing  me  to  proceed  at  once  to  Grenade  Dump 
at  Brasserie  St.  Nicholas  with  two  Bombers  of  "  H" 
Company.  I  go  to  Orderly  Room  for  detailed  instruc- 
tions, then  return  to  billet  for  dinner. 

At  9.30  p.m.  my  valise  is  packed  on  to  the  Mess  Cart, 
and  with  Takle  and  the  two  men  I  set  out,  having  bidden 
"  Au  revoir  "  to  Frith,  Marler  and  Pearson. 

At  St.  Nicholas  I  find  the  dugout  empty  :  but  dis- 
cover Tibbs  and  Cooke  over  in  the  Store,  loading  limbers  : 
we  hail  one  another  with  joy. 

The  limbers  having  been  loaded,  Cooke  takes  them 
off  to  Advanced  Dump.  I  see  a  copy  of  Dump  Orders, 
which  have  been  largely  modified  in  the  light  of  ex- 
perience of  last  Dumps.  One  instruction  in  particular, 
under  heading  "  ADVANCED  BOMB  STORE,"  is  a 
great  compliment  to  me  :  "  You  will  ensure  that  the 


"ammunition  is  stored  as  safety  as  possible.  Itshouldbe 
"stacked  in  bays  suitably  separated  and  protected  as  far 
"as  possible  from  view  and  shell-fire.  It  will  be  found 
"necessary  to  dig  in." 


Mai  1.     Mardi.     SS.  Jacques  et  Philip. 

After  breakfast  Tibbs  sends  me  off  at  once  to  the 
Advanced  Dump  which  is  on  this  side  of  the  Railway 
Embankment  down  on  a  turning  off  to  the  right  from  the 
St.  Laurent  Blangy-Athies  road.  After  much  dust 
and  difficulty  I  find  it,  and  introduce  myself  to  Love 
of  the  Hampshires.  Major  Searight  turns  up,  and  then 
Captain  Elwell  of  the  10th  Brigade.  Love  is  my  senior 
in  Commission,  so  he  takes  command  of  the  Dump.  We 
inhabit  a  dugout  near  the  Dump,  very  commodious  and 
cool.  Love  keeps  records  of  stock  and  issues  receipts  in 
the  same  way  as  Tibbs  does,  and  things  proceed  to  go 
very  well . 

At  10  p.m.  Captain  Elwell  turns  up  and  watches  the 
loading  of  pack  mules  and  horses  for  the  10th  Brigade. 
Major  Searight  comes  along  and  stands  loo  king  on .  Then 
D.  W.  Cooke  comes  up  with  four  limbers  of  material  to 
be  unloaded,  our  rations,  etc.  Cooke  and  I  have  much 
conversation  and  laughter.  Takle  arrived  with  him, 
together  with  my  valise  which,  as  Major  Searight  had 
told  me  in  the  morning,  had  been  burnt  by  accident.  A 
candle  had  been  dropped  on  it  in  the  dugout  at  St. 
Nicholas,  and  burnt  part  of  the  valise  itself,  the  fleabag, 
my  trench  coat,  and  my  officer  tunic. 

Captain  Elwell  bids  me  a  cheery  "  Goodnight,"  and 
goes  off  with  his  convoy.  After  watching  the  limbers 
unload,  Major  Searight  takes  his  departure.  It  is  now 
about  2.30  a.m.  so  Love  and  I  turn  in. 


Mai  2.     Mercredi.     S.  Athanase. 

We  rise  pretty  late,  about  half-past  ten,  having  had 
breakfast  in  bed.  Before  we  get  up  Major  Searight  pays 
us  a  visit.  The  day  is,  as  every  last  day  has  been,  warm 
and  very  lovely.  After  talking  to  Major  Searight  in  my 
undervest,  Takle  cleaning  my  buttons,  I  put  on  my  G.S. 
tunic  and  take  a  precious  box  of  If  red  Very  lights  to 
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llth  Brigade  Headquarters  and  obtain  a  receipt. 
Edwards,  llth  Staff  Captain,  turns  up  at  various  times 
during  the  day. 

At  3  p.m.  Tibbs  and  Cooke  pay  us  a  visit  and  Major 
Searight  and  Edwards  join  the  party. 

The  9.2  Heavies  near  us  trouble  Love  and  me  con- 
siderably— the  row  they  make  is  nerve-shattering,  and  in 
the  evening  one  gun  in  particular,  the  nearest,  puts  out 
all  our  candles  in  the  dugout  every  time  it  fires.  The 
noise  affects  my  temper. 

A  convoy  of  four  limbers  is  loaded  from  this  Dump 
for  No.  11  Brigade  Dump,  and  makes  two  journeys. 
Atkinson  passes  through  with  a  convoy,  picks  up  a  guide 
for  No,  10  Brigade  Dump,  and  goes  on  with  38  loaded 
mules,  leaving  behind  12  empty  mules,  for  which  Major 
Searight  and  I  find  accommodation.  These  are  to  be 
called  upon  in  case  of  emergency.  Major  Searight  re- 
marks :  "  And  now  Cooke — old  man  Cooke  only  has  to 
bring  a  convoy  through — old — man — Cooke  !  " 

D.  W.  Cooke  turns  up,  looks  in,  and  accepts  a  little 
Vin  Rouge. 


Mai  3.     Jeudi.     S.  Fernand. 

Another  late  rise  and  splendid  morning.  Major 
Searight  interviews  Love  outside  the  dugout  while  I  am 
dressing.  Atkinson  slept  last  night  at  the  foot  of  my 
"  bed,"  using  n  y  blanket  which  I  had  loaned  him 

In  the  afternoon  I  lie  down  and  sleep.  D.  W.  Cooke 
comes  in  with  eight  limbers,  which  are  unloaded  and  sent 
away.  Cooke  says  he  saw  a  Dump  of  Very  lights  go  up 
at  Feuchy. 

Major  Searight  comes  along  again  and  brings  us  half 
a  tin  of  peppermints,  the  tin  having  been  sent,  he  ex- 
plained, by  his  parlourmaid  !  A  corporal  of  the  Hamp- 
shires  bring  in  mail  and  parcels  for  Love,  and  we  feed 
on  biscuits  ("  Digestive,"  so  famous  at  Keble),  Rahat 
Lakhoum,  salmon,  chocolate,  etc.  Major  Searight  seems 
very  bucked  with  everything  :  and  indeed,  things  seem 
to  go  without  a  hitch  :  he  is  acquiring  his  chuckle  and 
smile  once  more.  Bo  rain  turns  up  with  50  mules,  which 
are  unloaded  and  then  established  in  some  lovely  ruins 
near  the  Dump,  to  be  held  ready  for  emergency  calls. 
Atkinson  and  Sergeant  Carton  return  to  St.  Nicholas. 
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With  joy  we  greet  Borain  :  who  takes  off  some 
Stokes  Bombs,  cartridges  and  Ballistite  Rings  for  No.  12 
Brigade  Dump.  Major  Searight  visits  us  once  more. 
From  No.  12  Brigade  we  learn  that  the  Stokes  bombs  are 
doing  splendid  work. 


Mai  4.    Vendredi.     Ste.  Monique. 

I  am  rudely  awakened  at  8  a.m.  by  Love  who  says 
that  Major  Searight  is  outside  with  a  convoy  that  has  to 
be  loaded,  and  wants  me  to  get  up. 

Some  3000  Ballistite  Rings  arrive. 

There  is  nothing  much  doing  to-day,  so  we  have  a 
rest.  Major  Searight  pops  in  now  and  then,  and  he,  even 
he,  cannot  think  of  anything  that  Brigade  Dump  needs, 
or  that  Advanced  Division  Dump  needs. 

No  requisitions  arrive  to-day  after  the  one  of  8  a.m. 

D.  W.  Cooke  also  visits  us  twice. 

I  send  Takle  to  St.  Nicholas  to  fetch  mail  from  the 
Transport  Line,  and  get  provisions  from  the  Officers' 
Canteen  at  Arras .  He  brings  the  news  that  the  Battalion 
has  suffered  heavy  casualities  ;  that  Marler  is  missing, 
and  that  Frith  has  been  wounded — also  that  Captain 
Marshall  has  been  wounded. 

Borain  is  relieved  by  Atkinson  at  just  about  7.30  p.m. 

At  dinner  the  Dork  is  solemnly  instituted  as  P.M.C. 

Lt.  Sutthery  appeared  this  morning  from  Savoy  and 
is  attached  to  Main  Dump  (2nd  Scaforths). 


Mai  5.    Samedi.    C.  de  S.  Augustin. 

This  afternoon  I  write  a  letter  to  Mother  ;  which 
being  finished ,  I  stroll  out  past  the  Big  Guns  near  the  dug- 
outs to  the  thickets  behind.  There  I  come  suddenly  upon 
wild  cherry  blossom,  very  lovely  and  fragrant.  The 
extraordinary  thing,  though,  was  that  the  small  tree  that 
bore  these  flowers  had  been  uprooted  by  one  shell  and 
torn  practically  in  half  by  another  about  a  month  ago: 
a  symbol  of  Love  and  Faith.  I  send  some  of  the  blossom 
to  Mother  under  separate  cover  from  the  letter  I  had 
already  written.  Also  I  write  to  Burgie  Northcroft, 
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enclosing  a  copy  of  "  The  Pilgrimage,"  which  is  addressed 
to  him. 

A  letter  from  Mother  and  a  Home  Parcel  arrive  for 
me  by  the  Ration  Convoy  from  the  Main  Dump. 

This  morning  Love  and  I,  leaving  Atkinson  in  charge 
of  Dump,  go  out  for  an  interesting  walk.  We  visit  the 
old  Dump  which  I  established  on  the  Fampoux  road,  and 
find  another  Dump.  In  Athies  is  a  German  Military 
Cemetery,  fitted  with  elaborate  carved  wooden  crosses 
and  stone  tablets.  Over  one  collective  grave  had  been 
erected  a  fine  stone  tablet,  with  the  names  and  inscrip- 
tions neatly  incised.  The  incisions  and  carvings  had 
been  filled  with  gold — a  veritable  labour  of  love.  "  Rest 
"sweetly!",  "May  they  rest  in  peace!" — were  some 
inscriptions.  Some  graves  had  been  decorated  with  arti- 
ficial wreaths  taken  from  French  civilian  graves. 
Atkinson  returned  to  St.  Nicholas  at  noon. 


Mai  6.    Dimanche.    S.  Jean  Port.-Lat. 

The  wind  is  fresh  and  colder  to-day,  but  the  weather 
is  still  fine  after  the  thunderclouds  of  yesterday  evening. 
I  opened  my  parcel  and  found  a  cake,  some  chocolates 
and  sweets,  and  "  Flames  "  by  Robert  Rich  ens. 

Sutthery  and  Tibbs  pay  us  a  visit  this  morning  : 
and  Major  Searight  comes  in  on  the  party. 

In  the  afternoon  I  superintend  the  taking  down  and 
stacking  of  some  tents  near  our  Dump,  according  to  the 
mandate  of  Major  Searight,  who  visits  us  later  in  the 
evening  with  Claude  Lambton,  an  insipid -loo  king  ass, 
the  nephew  and  A.D.C.  of  Major-General  Lambton,  in 
attendance. 

Lieut.  Newnham  of  the  Hampshires  (whom  I  saw  at 
the  Divisional  School,  where  he  was  on  the  Staff  as  Acting 
Captain,  in  command  of  the  N.C.O.  Class)  drops  in  to  see 
Love.  He,  with  two  other  Hampshire  subs.,  is  our  guest 
at  dinner. 

Newnham  says  he  had  heard  I  had  been  killed. 
When  Backhouse  rejoined  the  1st  Somersets  on  April  25th 
last  he  had  thesameidea — "  I  heard  you  had  been  killed !" 
It  seems  so  weird  to  be  involuntarily  replying  :  "  No,  I 
"haven't  been  killed."!!  Love  visits  No.  11  Brigade 
Dump.  I  issue  rum  to  the  Sergeant. 
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Mai  7.     Lundi.     S.  Stanislas. 

This  morning  Sutthery  pays  us  a  visit,  bringing 
with  him  Reece,  an  attache  at  the  Main  Dump  (2nd  Lt.) 
newly  arrived  from  the  D.A.C. 

After  lunch  I  wander  over  to  the  9.2  Battery.  A 
frightfully  young  Major  takes  me  round  a  big  gun, 
explaining  the  system  of  recoil,  etc.  He  is  an  awfully 
nice  fellow  and  invites  me  to  come  over  to  his  mess  when- 
ever I  choose. 

I  return  to  the  dugout  and  then  Love  and  I  go  over 
to  see  the  1 5  inch  gun  which  is  established  near  where  I 
established  the  Advanced  Division  Dump  last  April  9th. 
This  is  one  of  the  largest  guns  we  have.  The  shells  for 
this  gun  are  4  feet  long  and  15  inches  in  diameter  ;  each 
one  probably  weighs  two  tons  or  more. 

Barefoot,  Divisional  Area  Commandant  (a  Captain 
in  the  Royal  Irish  Fusiliers),  is  found  in  the  dugout  on  our 
return,  with  a  request  that  Love  will  count  the  number  of 
dugouts  and  trench  shelters  in  the  bank  near  us  (railway). 

I  write  to  the  Princess  and  then  to  the  King.  A  card 
from  Mother,  written  in  the  Bijou. 


Mai  8.     Mardi.     Ste.  Felicie. 

Last  night  it  rained  :  and  I  was  awakened  in  the 
small  hours  by  the  splashing  of  water  near  me.  I  dis- 
cover rain  coming  in  from  the  shell  hole  above.  I  move 
my  valise  away  and  some  of  my  things.  Shortly  after- 
wards an  avalanche  of  mud  falls  near  me  (but  just  missing 
my  valise)  loosened  by  moisture  from  the  sides  of  the 
above  shell  hole. 

In  the  morning  Major  Searight  comes  in  w^hile  I  am 
dressing  and  sees  the  mud.  He  thinks  that  I  have  been 
having  a  bad  time  again  and  calls  me  "  the  unfortunate 
Coles  "  to  my  face!  He  has  arranged  that  one  of  his 
officers  at  the  Advanced  Dump  is  to  be  relieved  by 
Sutthery  and  to  go  back  to  the  Main  Dump  for  a  rest. 
Love  and  I  settle  that  I  shall  go  back,  and  tell  Sutthery 
so  when  he  comes  along.  Sutthery  informs  us  that  it  is 
Tibbs'  Birthday. 

In  evening  I  draw  pen-and-ink  sketch  of  a  Cele- 
bration of  High  Mass  :  and  write  to  the  King,  Princess, 
and  Miss  Wiles.  Sutthery  comes  in  after  dinner  to  re- 
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lieve  me.  He  seems  to  like  me — I  certainly  like  him  very 
much.  He  asks  me  if  I  am  any  relation  of  Cole,  a 
Harrow  man.  I  explain  my  name  has  an  S. 

I  commence  to  design  a  birthday  card  for  Tibbs, 
assisted  by  Sutthery,  who  gives  me  the  decoration  for 
initial  R  of  'Returns'.  At  11.15  the  Limber  turns  up 
to  take  me  and  my  valise  down  to  St.  Nicholas.  I  bid 
Love  and  Sutthery  "  Au  revoir  "  and  depart.  Reach 
St.  Nicholas  just  at  midnight  and  find  Tibbs  reading  in 
bed.  I  give  him  birthday  .card  and  sketch.  He  appears 
to  be  pleased. 

During  the  shifting  of  boxes  in  the  dugout,  a  Feldge- 
sangbuch  is  discovered.  Love,  already  possessing  one, 
gives  this  to  me.  We  chat  a  lot  and  then  D.  W.  Cooke 
comes  in. 

Mai  9.     Mercredi.     S.  Greg,  de  Naz. 

After  lunch,  Tibbs  sends  me  off  to  a  Salvage  Dump  : 
Atkinson  comes  with  me  to  show  the  way,  but  he  lands 
me  in  the  4th  Div.  Dump — the  wrong  one  :  where  I  find 
Tibbs  and  Cooke. 

Cooke  and  I  go  for  a  stroll  through  Arras.  I  express 
a  wish  to  go  into  the  Cathedral  and  we  enter.  What  a 
ruin  !  Only  the  walls  standing  and  the  Crossing  a  mass 
of  debris  piled  high.  In  the  South  Transept,  before  the 
Western  Altar  I  run  across  Sergeant  Ryan  of  the  War- 
wicks,  who  used  to  take  the  N.C.O.  Class  at  Blandford  in 
Musketry.  I  tell  him  of  my  meeting  with  Nichols  last 
April  21st  :  we  chat  together  awhile  and  say  "Goodbye." 
Cooke  and  I  inspect  the  Apse  and  Lady  Chapel.  I  ascend 
to  the  desecrated  High  Altar  and  pick  up  some  fragments 
of  gilding  and  a  piece  of  white  marble  from  the  Altar 
itself  (it  had  formed  part  of  the  upper  slab  of  the  Altar). 
There  are  still  one  or  two  statues  left  about,  in  the  South 
Transept  and  the  Vestibule  of  the  Lady  Chapel.  Of  the 
Bishop's  Throne  is  left  only  the  Canopy.  Cooke  and  I, 
after  calling  in  vain  to  a  kitten  which  is  dashing  about  the 
Cathedral,  go  off  to  the  E.F.  Canteen,  where  I  first  see 
Marshall  (who  has  not  been  wounded  but  who  tells  me 
that  Marler  has  been  killed  and  most  people  wounded) 
with  Padre  Halet  :  and  then — of  all  people !- — Fred 
Pocock,  78th  Heavies,  whose  Battery  is  established  in 
the  ravine  where  I  placed  my  first  Advanced  Divisional 
Dump  on  April  9th.  We  mention  Harry  Wyatt,  Teddy 
Banks  and  others. 
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Mai  10.    Jeudi.    S.  Antonin. 

Yesterday  I  wrote  to  Mother  :  and  yesterday  even- 
ing Tibbs  showed  me  pictures  of  his  little  girl,  Mercia,  and 
his  wife.  I  in  turn,  get  out  my  Tate  Gallery :  Fritz  is 
much  admired. 

This  morning  Rees  is  sent  by  Tibbs  to  the  M.O.,  who 
in  turn  sends  him  off  to  the  field  Ambulance.  He  suffers 
terribly  from  shell  shock.  D.  W.  Cooke  and  I  set  out 
with  messages  and  representations  for  Major  Searight 
whom  we  beard  in  his  own  office  at  Advanced  Q,  having 
walked  all  the  way  from  St.  Nicholas. 

Then  we  go  over  to  Adv.  Dump  and  find  Love  and 
Sutthery  very  merry.  An  Essex  officer  comes  in  to  ob- 
tain a  tarpaulin  from  Love  and  he  tells  us  how  things  have 
been  going  in  the  Line — pretty  thickly.  Cooke  and  I  hail 
a  magnificent  car  and  return  to  St.  Nicholas  in  it. 

In  the  afternoon,  I,  having  borrowed  a  cold  chisel  and 
a  hammer  from  a  Company  of  R.E.'s,  proceeded  to  carve 
a  Ram's  Head  Divisional  Symbol  out  of  the  lid  of  a  ration 
biscuit  tin,  according  to  Tibbs'  suggestion  of  yesterday. 

Sutthery  drops  in  to  tea  and  leaves  us  an  almond 
cake.  Cooke  goes  off  with  a  convoy.  Love  turns  up 
after  dinner  and  departs  an  hour  before  midnight.  I 
attend  to  the  Dump  Lamp,  the  lighting  of  which  had  been 
overlooked. 

Captain  Koster  pays  us  a  visit  at  dinner  :  a  most 
delightful  old  fellow. 

Mai  11.    Vendredi.    S.  Mamert. 

This  morning,  just  as  I  am  on  the  point  of  taking  tne 
Ammunition  State  to  Major  Searight,  Sutthery  falls  into 
our  dugout  in  a  furious  sweat,  with  an  "  urgent  "  message 
from  Searight  about  Green  Flares.  So  Sutthery  takes 
the  State  instead. 

I  take  a  Bundook  Inspection  and  talk  to  Taylor 
about  his  papers.  Atkinson  follows  my  Inspection  with 
a  Box  Respirator  one. 

Cooke  and  I  go  to  the  "  Scottish  Churches  "  Canteen, 
which  is  a  short  distance  up  the  road,  and  purchase  a 
bottle  of  chutney. 

Just  before  dinner  I  take  a  chit  from  Tibbs  up  to 
Major  Searight  and  call  at  the  Advanced  Dump  on  my 
return  I  remain  here  for  a  long  time  with 
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Sutthery.  One  of  the  9.2's  fires  a  beautiful  smoke  ring 
which  lasts  for  about  ten  minutes,  and  rises  to  hundreds 
of  feet  in  the  air.  Just  as  I  take  myself  away  from  the 
Dump,  a  terrific  strafe  of  ours  commences. 

Cooke    raves    about    the    "  Ancient    Order  of   the 
Hoosch." 


Mai  12.    Samedi.    S.  Achille. 


This  morning,  Cooke  and  I,  rising  at  7.30  a.m.,  fling 
trench-coats  over  our  pyjamas,  and,  donning  caps,  towels, 
mufflers  and  rubber  boots,  hie  forth  across  the  road  down 
pleasant  lanes,  by  cool  trees,  across  the  canal,  and  so 
arrive  at  the  "  Ecole  de  Natation  Militaire,"  two  great 
open-air  baths,  in  one  of  which,  having  thrown  off  our 
vestments,  we  bathe  and  swim.  The  water  is  extra- 
ordinarily uncold  for  the  season  of  the  year.  Two  other 
officers,  who  have  just  bathed,  envy  us  the  ability  to  turn 
up  in  "slumber  wear."  We  go  back,  dress,  and  have 
breakfast. 

I  spend  my  morning  taking  the  Ammonal  out  of  two 
Mills  No .  5  Grenades .  In  one  of  the  empty  shells  I  put 
an  Igniter  set  and  light  it.  The  Detonator  is  powerful 
enough  to  break  up  and  scatter  the  bomb. 

In  the  afternoon  I  remove  the  Ammonal  from  an- 
other Mills  Grenade  :  and  Bombardier  Eldridge  gives  a 
demonstration  of  Detonator  Killing :  and  he  and  I 
inspect  a  German  Rifle  Grenade,  and  discover  how  it  is 
worked.  Tibbs  completes  a  notable  collection  of  Bombs 
and  Grenades  (English  and  German)  rendered  harmless. 

The  order  comes  through  for  officers  and  men  at- 
tached to  Dumps  to  join  Transport  Lines  of  their 
Battalions.  Sutthery  and  Love,  having  handed  over 
Adv.  Dump,  join  us.  With  the  two  officers  who  are 
taking  over  the  main  Dump,  we  make  merry  on  lime- 
juice  and  whiskey.  I  act  as  if  I  were  foxed.  Sutthery 
and  Love  go  on  to  their  Transport.  Sutthery  is  a  Harro- 
vian, and  knew  Aldred-Brown,  who  was  in  my  year  at 
Oxford.  We  unite  in  disliking  him  violently!! 

The  Brigade,  in  spite  of  its  weakness,  made  another 
attack,  took  the  Chemical  Works,  and  did  other  splendid 
work.  Hurrah  for  llth! 
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Mai  13.    Dimanche.    S.  Servais. 


Yesterday  or  the  day  before  I  received  a  parcel  con- 
taining cake,  peanuts,  sweets,  lobster,  and  chocolates. 
Also,  I  think,  a  letter. 

Cooke  and  I  rise  at  6.45  a.m.,  and,  after  making 
fruitless  attempts  to  get  Tiberius  to  come  with  us,  we  go 
off  to  bathe.  The  water  is  much  warmer  than  it  was 
yesterday  ;  Atkinson  comes  down  and  also  bathes. 

Major  Searight  pays  us  a  final  visit  after  breakfast, 
and  the  handing  over  of  the  Main  Dunp  is  completed. 
I  say  "  Goodbye  "  to  Tibbs  and  Cooke.  While  I  am 
debating  how  to  get  back  to  my  Battalion,  the  Battalion 
Post  Corporal  conies  along  and  promises  to  tell  me  where 
the  Battalion  is  billetted  in  Arras.  Armed  with  the 
information  which  he  brings  back,  I  set  forth  on  foot  with 
a  sorrowful  heart,  and  come  at  length  to  the  Place  de  Ste. 
Croix.  I  find  Headquarters  and  go  on  to  the  C.O.'s 
billet.  Just  as  I  arrive,  the  Adjutant  and  Captain 
Marshall  come  out.  Paul  welcomes  me  cordially  and 
sends  me  in  to  get  some  lunch.  I  see  the  C.O.  and  the 
Doctor  and  Axtell 

As  the  Battalion  is  so  weak,  "  A  "  and  "  H  "  Com- 
panies are  united  as  No.  1  Company,  and  "  B  "  and  "  C  ' 
form  No.  2  Company.  I  join  Gould  in  his  billet  and  put 
up  there.  Curtler  has  arrived  from  Crown  Hill  and 
Pearson  turns  up.  Our  Company  Mess  consists  of  the 
four  of  us. 

Letters  from  Mother,  Burgie  Northcroft,and  Harold 
Makins  in  the  evening. 


Mai  14.    Lundi.     Rogations. 


This  morning  we  parade  at  a  quarter  to  ten  and 
march  down  to  the  Octroi.  I  see  Shaw  of  the  Rifle 
Brigade  and  Andrewes  of  the  East  Lanes,  on  the  way. 
The  Brig.-General,  Brigade  Major,  and  Major  Searight 
dash  about  all  over  the  place.  We  all  load  up  into  chars- 
a-bancs,  and  travel  eighteen  miles  or  so  to  Gouy,  where 
we  are  to  take  up  our  residence  for  the  time  being. 

I  see  Sylvester,  who  has  returned  from  Men  tone. 
Greatham  has  joined  the  Battalion  and  commands  the 
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Light  (A)  Company,  Codner  being  wounded  and  missing. 
Greatham  (Lt.  M.G.)  was  Acting  Adjutant  when  I  left 
Crownhill,  and  he  packed  me  off.  He  greets  me  after 
lunch  in  the  Mess . 

Chich  arrives  from  Savy,  where  he  had  joined  the 
Battalion  Details  from  Arras.  Pearson  and  I  are  the 
only  two  subalterns  left  in  "  C  "  Company,  so  I  am 
Second-in -Command.  "C"  Company  numbers  fifty- 
three. 

A  letter  from  Mother  informs  me,  among  other 
things,  of  Arthur  Wyatt's  death — killed  in  action. 

I  am  billetted  with  Padre  Whiteside,  who,  I  discover, 
is  a  subtle  Jesuit  from  Stonyhurst,  and  knows  Father 
Plater  very  well.  The  latter  is  rector  of  a  Roman  house 
in  Oxford,  Pope's  Hall,  I  think. 


Mai  15.    Mardi.    Ste.  Denise. 


Lt.  Col.  V.  H.  B.  Majendie,  D.S.O.  Gloria! 

This  morning  the  Company  parades  in  Caps  and 
Clean  Fatigue  at  10.10  a.m.  I  take  Platoons  Nos.  11  and 
12,  Pearson  has  Nos.  9  and  10.  The  Battalion  marches 
out  some  distance  into  the  country,  then  forms  up 
in  a  Mass  in  a  field.  The  1st  Hampshires  come  along 
and  do  the  same  facing  us.  The  Brigadier-General 
brings  Lambton  along  and  the  latter  addresses  us,  con- 
gratulating us  on  the  work  done  since  April  9th,  up  to  the 
time  when  we  came  out  last.  Lambton  then  comes  over 
and  inspects  the  light  German  Machine  Gun  captured  by 
the  Somersets.  He  spoke  of  being  "  proud  to  command 
"  such  men.  You  will  be  having  drafts  shortly,  and  I 
"  hope  you  will  manage  to  infuse  into  them  the  same  high 
"  spirit  and  standard  of  discipline  and  endurance  ;  then 
"  we  shall  be  equally  successful  in  our  further  activities." 

In  the  afternoon  at  3,  I  take  the  Company  in 
Turnings  and  Arm  Drill.  The  first  draft  is  broken  up  and 
allotted  in  portions  to  different  platoons.  We  now 
number  sixty-nine.  At  4  p.m.  I  payout  the  Company. 

I  see  Captain  Mordaunt,  who  was  in  command  of  the 
East  Lanes.  In  Battalion  Orders  to-night  the  thrilling 
letters  D.S.O.  appear  after  the  name  of  Lt.  Col.  V.  H.  B. 
Majendie ! ! 
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Mai  16.     Mereredi.     S.  Honore. 

To-day  the  Company  parades  at  9.30  a.m.  with 
Chich  and  myself.  After  some  Arms  Drill,  we  parade  as 
a  battalion  on  the  road  and  march  to  the  same  ground  as 
that  on  which  Lambton  inspected  us  yesterday.  The 
Brigadier  is  there  and  the  Hampshires,  East  Lanes., 
Rifle  Brigade  and  Machine  Gun  Company  turn  up,  and 
the  Brigade  forms  a  huge  open  square  of  3  sides,  the 
Somersets  and  Rifle  Brigade  on  the  outer  flanks  facing 
one  another. 

Then  the  G.O.C.  Third  Army  arrives  and  congrat- 
ulates the  Brigade  on  its  hard  work  and  unequalled 
success  in  what  "  has  been  the  most  successful  achieve- 
ment of  the  whole  war."  The  General  inspects  each 
Battn.  in  turn,  beginning  with  us. 

In  the  afternoon,  Captain  Marshall,  Pearson  and  I 
form  a  Court  of  Inquiry  to  investigate  the  case  of  L/Cpl. 
Stallwood  who  shot  himself  through  the  head  yesterday 
in  cleaning  his  rifle. 

Walrus  arrives  from  Aubigny,  where  he  recovered 

from  an  attack  of  Trench  Fever.    He  and  Chich  have  been 

decorated  with  the  M.C.     So  has  Barlow.     Brig. -Gen. 

,  formerly  in  command  of  the  Battn.,  has  tea 

in  Mess. 


Mai  17.    Jeudi.    ASCENSION. 


Letters  in  the  afternoon  from  Mother,  Perry,  and 
Geoff. 

Chich,  Pearson,  and  myself  on  Company  Parade  this 
morning.  P.T.,  Arm  Drill  and  Guards  Duties.  In 
Guards  Duties,  mock  Guards  are  mounted  and  Sentries 
posted.  Then  Sergeant  Noble  comes  along  as  a  "  Major- 
General,"  and  the  Sentry  has  to  act  accordingly. 

At  5.20  p.m.  I  attend  Solemn  Vespers  and  Benediction 
in  the  village  church.  The  Priest  enters  in  soutane, 
doffs  his  biretta,  and  kneels  for  a  moment  in  prayer  before 
the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

As  this  is  a  feast  of  some  note,  there  is  musical 
accompaniment  to  the  usually  unaccompanied  singing  : 
after  preliminary  functions  at  the  Altar  and  the  singing 
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ofO  Salutaris,the  little  old  priest  seats  himself  before  a 
rickety  old  harmonium,  settles  his  spectacles  on  his  nose, 
crosses  himself  with  an  air  of  great  satisfaction,  and 
begins  the  Office  Psalms.  Frightful  discords  and  terrible 
singing.  Whenever  he  plays  a  wrong  note,  the  Priest 
lifts  his  brows  and  sticks  his  head  on  one  side,  with  the  air 
of  a  connoisseur,  as  though  discords  and  errors  formed  a 
part  of  rare  and  skilful  playing.  For  the  Magnificat,  he 
commences  some  vile  discords,  fully  justified  by  the 
succeeding  blare  on  the  part  of  the  congregation,  and 
then  censes  the  Altar  stingily,  afterwards  returning  to 
the  harmonium . 


Mai  18.    Vendredi.    S.  Venant. 

To-day  is  more  or  less  set  apart  for  bathing.  In  the 
morning  at  11,  Pearson  takes  the  greater  part  of  "  C  ' 
Company. 

At  2  in  the  afternoon  I  take  the  remainder  of  "  C  ' 
Company,  nineteen  men  and  Sergeant  Peters.  The  baths 
are  at  Buneville,  past  Monts-  en-Ternois.  I  pass  Pearson 
and  Spackman  on  the  way,  meet  Walrus  with  his  party 
there,  and  pass  Young  coming  back,  also  the  Brigadier 
General  and  Brigade  Major.  While  the  men  are  bathing, 
I  inspect  the  Church,  which  possesses  a  rather  better 
Altarpiece  at  the  High  Altar  than  usual. 

A  Platoon  Commander  may  use  the  brains  and  ideas 
of  his  Platoon  Sergeant,  or  even  Rank  and  File.  Person- 
ally I  use  my  Platoon  Sergeant's  eyes.  Thus  : 

ME  :  "  Sergeant  Peters,  is  that  the  General  coming 
along  on  horseback  ?  " 

SERGEANT:  "  No  sir,  it's  a  Sergeant-Major!  "  (A 
quarter  of  an  hour  elapses).  "  But  that's  the  General 
coming  along  now,  sir!  " 

ME:    "Is  it?     Right!     Party— Eyes— LEFT !!!" 


Mai  19.    Samedi.    S.  Yves. 


This  morning  Chich  details  me  to  attend  the  Bayonet 
Fighting  Course,  commencing  under  Staff-Company- 
Sergeant-Major  Jenkins.  This  course  is  the  same  as 
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that  which  I  commenced  to  attend  on  April  2nd.  The 
other  officers  are  Spackman  and  Curtler.  In  the  morning 
the  parade  lasts  from  9  to  12.30.  About  half-way 
through  the  morning  dirtier  goes  off  as  Orderly  Officer 
to  collect  money  from  the  Field  Cashier.  A  Bosche 
'plane  suddenly  flies  just  over  the  trees  near  us,  with  one 
of  our  'planes  in  close  pursuit.  Curtler  returns,  and 
afterwards  we  learn  that  the  Bosche  'plane  had  got  lost, 
and  had  been  given  chase  by  one  of  us,  and  been  driven 
down  to  earth.  The  two  'planes  landed  in  the  Brigade 
Ground,  and  the  unfortunate  airman  (Bosche)  was 
brought  into  the  Mess  and  given  a  whiskey-and-soda, 
vermouth,  and  some  lunch.  He  wore  the  Iron  Cross  of 
the  First  Class,  and  stayed  an  hour  and  a  half,  until  a  car 
came  from  the  nearby  R.F.C.  Aerodrome  to  fetch  him 
away. 

In  the  afternoon  we  parade  for  one  hour  with 
Sergeant-Major  Jenkins,  and  do  games. 

I  start  a  letter  to  Mother. 

Geary,  who  is  Town  Major,  Young  and  I  accompany 
Walrus  to  his  digs  and  inspect  a  German  Officer's  Auto- 
matic Pistol  in  the  possession  of  Walrus. 

A  letter  from  the  Princess. 


Mai  20.     Dimanche.     S.  Bernardin. 


To-day  I  am  Orderly  Officer.  Church  Parade  this 
morning  at  11.15.  I  take  "  C  "  Company.  At  the  end 
of  the  Service,  which  is  held  on  the  Bayonet  Fighting 
Course,  Pte.  Takle's  remission  of  One  Year's  Imprison- 
ment with  Hard  Labour  (not  Field  Punishment)  for 
having,  on  one  occasion,  fallen  asleep  on  his  Post  while 
Sentry,  is  formally  read  out  by  the  Adjutant.  The  C.O. 
makes  a  remark  about  a  man's  having  made  a  slip  once 
not  downing  him  for  all  time,  and  congratulates  Takle ! 

I  finish  my  letter  to  Mother 

A  letter  arrives  from  the  Princess  in  which  I  am 
addressed  "  OThou  Silent  yet  Noble  One,"  and  recording, 
among  other  matters,  "  Thou  mayst  have  heard  rumours 
"  that  the  See  of  Aisholt  may  shortly  be  removed  to  a 
"distant  place,  namely  a  village  called  Colingbury, 
"situate  in  the  County  of  Northamptonshire." 
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Mai  21.    Lundi.    S.  Felix. 

To-day  we  start  doing  P.T.  from  7  a.m.  to  7.30. 
Pearson  takes  "  C  "  Company.  Bayonet  Fighting  and 
Arm  Drill  in  morning.  Towards  the  end  of  Parade  Hours 
I  superintend  the  Lewis  Gunners  cleaning  their  guns. 

Grigson,  Brigade  Bombing  Officer,  who  has  i/c 
Brigade  Dump,  is  starting  a  Bombing  Course.  An 
Officer  from  the  Rifle  Brigade,  and  one  from  the  East 
Lanes.,  attend  and  are  billetted  in  the  village  and  take 
meals  at  our  Mess.  The  R.B.  Officer  is  Fraser. 

In  afternoon  Pte.  Bellringer  receives  my  Cadet  Tunic 
to  repair  (it  was  burnt  in  front  in  my  valise  accident  at 
Main  Dump).  As  he  cannot  get  cloth  to  match  from  the 
tailor's,  he  takes  a  piece  from  the  inner  side  of  the  coat 
and  makes  the  repair  with  that  :  and  does  it  awfully  well. 

Platoons  Nos.  11  and  12  are  shifted  into  different 
billets,  not  far  from  mine. 

In  the  evening,  Fraser,  the  Hampshire  Officer,  and  I 
go  for  a  walk,  and  meet  Jacquot  and  others,  with  whom 
Fraser  converses  long.  Fraser  is  extraordinarily  charm- 
ing, reminding  me  somewhat  of  Brabant.  His  Mother 
is  Spanish,  his  Father  half- Scotch  and  half -French. 

Letter  from  Mother. 


Mai  22.     Mardi.    Ste.  Julie. 

This,  morning  I  should  have  taken  P.T.  But  the 
rain  washes  P.T.  out  so  Na  Poo. 

The  order  for  the  day  is  a  route  march,  but  at  Parade 
Time,  i.e.  9.20,  it  is  still  raining,  so  the  Stand-by  is  blown, 
and  "  C  "  Company  receives  a  lecture  from  Chich  on 
miscellaneous  things,  Contact  Aeroplanes,  Rifles,  Creep- 
ing Barrages,  etc.,  mostly  for  the  benefit  of  the  new  draft. 

Before  11  a.m.  the  weather  clears,  so  the  Battalion 
parades  and  does  a  route  march.  On  our  return  half 
we  pass  through  Buneville.  In  the  village  before  Bune- 
ville  the  2nd  Seaforths  are  billetted  :  and  just  after  the 
Battalion  has  left  the  village,  a  small  party  of  Seaforths 
goes  by.  In  the  rear  behold !  is  Sutthery.  We  recog- 
nise and  hail  each  other  with  great  joy.  There  is  a  foot 
inspection  of  the  Company  at  4. 
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Chich  and  I,  returning  from  1 1  and  12  Platoon  Billets 
see  a  newly-arrived  draft  paraded  outside  the  Orderly 
Room,  with  Daubeny  at  its  head. 

The  Nonconformist  Padre  of  the  Brigade,  by  name 
Jeffries,  is  at  tea  with  us  in  Mess. 

An  ancient  letter,  dated  April  23rd,  arrives  from 
Mother.  Foley  has  died  :  he  had  his  leg  amputated  at 
the  knee  at  C.C.S.  Codner's  body  has  been  found  and 
buried.  Mordaunt  is  Second-in-Command  of  the  East 
Lanes,  with  rank  of  Major. 


Mai  23.     Mercredi.     S.  Didier. 

Bathing  again  to-day.  At  9  a.m.  Sylvester  takes 
the  majority  of  the  Company,  while  I  take  what  is  left  of 
the  Company  (with  Bombers  and  Lewis  Gunners 
deducted)  in  Arm  Drill.  The  Sergeant-Ma  jo  r  (Company) 
and  Chich  turn  up  towards  the  end  of  the  morning. 

At  2  p.m.  I  take  the  remainder  of  Company  and 
about  twenty  men  of  "  H  "  Company  to  Buneville,  get- 
ting back  to  Gouy  at  5  p.m. 

After  Mess,  Lucky  Eraser  invites  me  to  go  for  a  walk 
with  him.  We  set  forth  and  get  out  on  the  open  road, 
after  passing  the  Church,  and  turning  to  the  right,  to- 
wards the  West.  He  frankly  says  he  wants  me  to  amuse 
him  by  talking  the  same  beautiful  nonsense  which  I  had 
gabbled  during  the  whole  of  Dinner.  But  soon  we  get 
into  deeper  subjects,  initiated  by  his  invitation  to  me  to 
admire  the  sunset,  and  my  reply  that  there  is  not  enough 
colour  to  please  me  entirely.  We  pass  Grigson  and 
Engineer  Officer  on  way  back,  and  then  settle  down  into 
a  long  discussion  about  Dorian  Gray,  Lord  Henry 
Wotton,  and  ourselves.  We  part  at  10.30  p.m.  outside 
my  digs . 


Mai  24.    Jeudi.    S.  Donatien. 

The  Bayonet  Fighting  Course  under  Sergeant-Major 
Jenkins  is  renewed  to-day.  It  is  all  very  interesting. 
After  the  ordinary  Bayonet  Fighting  the  Sergeant-Major 
shows  us  some  clasps,  throws,  twists,  and  other  useful 
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wrestling  stunts,  which  we  practise  on  each  other  in  pairs, 
having  great  fun.  Spackman  is  on  Parade  with  his 
Company,  so  dirtier  and  I  spend  a  happy  hour  trying  to 
twist  each  other's  arms  and  shoulders,  break  each  other's 
necks,  and  discovering  nerve  centres.  Chich,  whose 
Company  is  drilling  in  same  field,  comes  over  to  us,  and 
is  frightfully  interested  and  amused,  exclaiming  at  each 
new  stunt,  "  Does  that  meet  the  case  ?  " 

At  lunch  time  Greatham  (now  Captain)  has  occasion 
to  ask  me  before  the  assembled  Mess  :  "  Are  you  the 
Orderly  Officer,  Coles  ?  "  and  my  succeeding  denial  turns 
out  to  be  a  most  awful  "  faux  pas  ",  before  the  C.O.  too, 
for  my  name  was  actually  postedin  last  night's  Battalion 
Orders  for  Orderly  Officer,  instead  of  the  usual  :  "  Orderly 
Officer  tomorrow  will  be  detailed  by  O.C.  "  C  ' 
Company."  And  I  did  not  know  it !  I  thought  Sylvester 
would  have  been  Orderly  Officer. 

Pearson  has  now  left  the  Company  and  Sylvester 
returned . 

I  superintend  "  C  "  Company's  Box  Respirator 
Inspection  and  Testing  under  Brigade  Gas  Corporal  in 
afternoon.  The  C.O.  and  Adjutant  go  on  Leave. 

I  start  a  letter  to  Mother,  whose  and  Father's 
Wedding  Day  'tis  to-day. 


Mai  25.    Vendredi.     S.  Urbain,  Pape. 


I  sit  writing  this  in  a  field  to  the  west  of  Gouy-en- 
Ternois,  just  off  the  road.  It  is  twenty  minutes  past 
nine  and  twilight.  There  is  no  brightness  in  the  western 
sky,  but  a  clear  waning  light,  and  high  up  hangs  the  moon, 
a  pale  golden  crescent.  Far  in  the  distance  single  bells 
are  ringing,  for  this  is  the  month  of  Mary.  A  distant 
lowing  of  cattle  and  the  rustling  of  wind-stirred  leaves 
are  the  only  other  sounds.  The  grass  is  wet  with  dew. 

To-day  the  llth  Brigade  paraded  in  the  same  place 
and  manner  as  on  the  16th,  for  the  Presentation  of 
recently-acquired  Decorations.  Lt.-Cols.  Armitage  and 
Fellowes  of  the  1st  Hampshires  and  the  1st  Rifle  Brigade 
get  their  D.S.O.'s  ;  and  Chich,  Walrus,  Love  of  the 
Hampshires,  and  others  get  M.C.'s  ;  and  N.C.O.'s  and 
men  D.C.M.'s  and  the  Military  Medal.  Sir  Charles  Fer- 
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gusson,  the  17th  Corps  Commander,  makes  the  present" 
ations  and  precedes  the  central  ceremony  by  inspecting 
the  Battalion,  and  making  a  fine  and  dignified  address. 
I  am  left  in  charge  of  "  C  "  Company,  and  conduct  him 
round  the  Company,  but  forget  afterwards  to  stand  the 
the  men  at  ease.  Then  we  all  sit  down  on  the  grass. 

In  the  course  of  the  speech,  he  says  :  "  You  took 
"  part,  on  April  9th,  in  what  has  been  the  most  successful 
"  action  of  the  war.  Bur  even  more  admirable  in  my 
"  eyes  was  the  endurance  you  showed  during  the  following 
"days.  I  would  rather  have  the  4th  Division  in  the 
"  Corps  than  any  other  Division  !  " 


Mai  26.     Samedi.    S.  Philippe. 


Yesterday  evening  at  5  there  was  the  Brigade  Boxing 
Competition  at  Monts-en-Temois.  Afterwards  the 
"  Follies  "  give  a  jolly  fine  show.  The  song  :  "  So  I 
stopped — and  I  looked — and  I  listened  "  gains  great 
applause . 

We  march  out  to  Bde.  Training  Ground,  where  I 
take  one  squad  after  another  of  "  C  "  Company  in.  Rapid 
Loading.  The  men  take  off  their  coats,  and  put  their 
equipment  on  over  their  shirts  and  trousers.  This  is  an 
order  of  Chich's.  When  we  fall  out  for  the  last  time, 
Chich,  Sylvester  and  I  discuss  Anglican  Padres  and 
others,  much  to  the  detriment  of  the  former. 

Fraser  (Lucky)  rejoins  his  Battalion. 

In  the  afternoon  I  parade  at  2.30  with  my  servant 
and  Kit  outside  the  Orderly  Room,  ready  to  go  off  to  a 
Gas  Course  which  Major  Waddy  and  Smith  had  both  told 
me  of.  Four  N.C.O.'s,  Corporal  and  Lance -Corporals, 
accompany  me.  We  load  our  impedimenta  on  a  Limber 
and  reach  our  destination,  Tincquette,  right  near  Tinques, 
through  Averdaignat. 

Childs  (Lt.)  of  my  Battalion,  is  Divisional  Gas 
Officer,  and  conducts  the  Course.  A  Sergeant  Instructor, 
also  of  my  Battalion,  meets  me  at  Tinques  and  shows  me 
my  billet.  I  get  a  little  attic  bedder  with  a  pukka  bed. 

At  the  Mess,  Mott  of  the  R.I.F.'s  turns  up,  and  we 
dine  together,  no-one  else  having  arrived. 
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Mai  27.    Dimanche.    PENTECOTE. 


The  Course  begins  this  morning.  We  are  supposed  to 
parade  in  the  Gas  School  Ground,  just  outside  the  village 
at  9.30  a.m.  My  watch  is  horribly  slow,  and  I  get  to  the 
Lecture  Hut  about  half -an -hour  late,  to  find  Childs  in 
full  swing  with  the  Introductory  Lecture,  in  which  he 
traces  the  use  of  Gas  from  its  origin  to  the  latest  attacks 
and  recounts  the  primitive  and  succeeding  anti-gas 
devices,  from  the  Veil  Respirator  to  the  P.H.G.  Helmet. 

After  that,  Officers  and  N.C.O.'s  go  down  into  oneof 
the  Gas  Dugouts  and  test  Box  Respirators  issued  to  us 
for  the  Course.  The  gas  used  is  lachrymatory.  In  the 
afternoon  we  test  the  effect  of  P.  H.  Helmets  (also  issued 
to  us  for  the  Gas  Course)  under  Lachrymatory  Gas  :  it  is 
amply  demonstrated  to  us  that  P.H.  Helmets  are  no 
protection  against  lachrymatory  gas. 

The  Officers  attending  the  Course  now  include, 
besides  Mott  and  myself,  Gorman,  Lt.  of  the  1st  Hamp- 
shires,  who  arrived  on  horse-back  towards  the  end  of  the 
morning,  and  a  2/Lt.  of  the  1st  Warwicks,  who  wears 
rimless  glasses  with  a  gold  earchain,  and  arrived 
yesterday. 

Childs  messes  with  the  A.S.C.  Supply  Column,  and 
goes  to  and  fro  on  a  motor-bike.  After  Mess  in  the 
evening  we  sit  round  table  and  talk,  discussing  the  House- 
hold Battalion  (formed  out  of  the  1st  and  2nd  Life 
Guards,  and  the  Blues)  and  other  subjects.  The  War- 
wick Officer  tells  me  that  Rice  of  the  H.B.  was  killed  in 
the  last  action. 

I  sleep  in  a  naked  bed. 


Mai  28.     Lundi.     S.  Germain. 


The  letter  which  I  wrote  to  Mother  last  night  I  give 
Childs  this  morning  to  post.  This  morning's  Lecture 
embraces  French  and  German  Helmets,  the  Box  Res- 
pirator, and  Gas  Shells.  Childs  has  brought  along,  in  a 
blue  bottle,  a  quantity  of  one  of  the  liquids  used  in  some 
German  Gas  Shells.  It  is  of  the  "  K  Stoff  "  (lethal  and 
poisonous)  variety,  and  we  each  in  turn  take  a  sniff.  I 
at  once  recognise  the  peculiar  and  unpleasant  odour 
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which  was  so  comspicuous  during  the  Bombardment  on 
the  night  of  April  13th,  when  gas  shells  and  others  came 
hurtling  over  on  to  us.  So  it  turns  out  that  the  gas, 
which  I  took  then  to  be  lachrymatory  only,  was  Ethyl 
Isocyanide,  CaHsNC,  a  potent  poison ! 

Quids  joins  the  four  Officers  after  Morning  Dismiss 
and  we  chat  together  before  going  off  to  Lunch.  After 
the  morning  Lecture  we  undergo  Chlorine  in  another  of 
the  Gas  Dugouts,  first  wearing  Box  Respirators,  then 
P.H.  Helmets.  Mott  and  I  turn  our  coats  inside  out, 
but  in  spite  of  this,  my  buttons  get  very  discoloured. 

Gorman  and  the  Warwick  Officer  go  into  Aubigny 
after  tea,  and.  return  before  Dinner  with  port,  biscuits, 
and  cigarettes.  After  Dinner  is  over,  Mott  and  I  linger 
in  the  Mess  when  the  other  two  have  cleared  off. 
Suddenly  Childs  turns  up,  and  accepts  a  glass  of  port  : 
and  we  chat  together  about  the  C.O.,  Jerry  Swayne,  and 
others.  I  like  Childs  very  much  for  his  vigorous  nature 
and  his  directness. 


Mai  29.     Mardi.     S.  Maximin. 


This  morning  we  do  Wind  Observation,  Alarms,  and 
the  Vermoral  Sprayer  ;  and  in  the  afternoon,  the  Pro- 
tection of  Dugouts,  and  the  Clearing  of  Trenches.  At 
about  3  p.m.,  we  knock  off  and  Gorman  and  Dixon 
(Warwicks)  go  to  St.  Pol.  Mott  and  I,  however,  stay 
behind  and  watch  a  party  of  A.S.C.  N.C.O.'s  and  men, 
under  Lt.  Guy,  an  A.S.C.  Officer,  brought  to  Childs  to 
undergo  gas.  Guy  comes  on  ahead,  and  when  the  party 
arrives  Mott  pretends  to  have  been  gassed  and  lies  on  the 
bank  outside  the  Dugout,  while  Guy  bends  over  him 
"  administering  restoratives."  The  result  is  terrible 
wind-up  :  rather  mean  to  scare  the  poor  beggars,  but 
awfully  funny.  One  or  two  were  awful  funks. 

Childs  rides  into  the  yard  of  the  house  which  contains ' 
the  Mess  just  after  we  have  finished  Dinner,  drinks  a 
port,  and  talks  to  us  through  the  window.     He  is  to  dine 
with  us  to-morrow  night  and  bring  someone  with  him 
who  can  play  bridge . 

Accordingly  the  four  of  us  discuss  a  suitable  menu, 
and  go  into  Tinques  to  purchase  various  delicacies  : 
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lettuce  to-  make  a  salad,  oranges,  chocolate,  chocolate 
biscuits,  etc. 

Dixon  and  I  return  to  Tincquette  alone, leaving Mott 
and  Gorman  talking  to  a  Mademoiselle  in  a  shop. 


Mai  30.    Mercredi.    S.  Ferdinand. 

The  lecture  this  morning  deals  with  a  Table  of  Gas 
Attacks,  Duties  of  a  Company  Gas  N.C.O.,  and  Responsi- 
bilities of  Private  Soldiers.  After  the  lecture  we  undergo 
gas  for  the  last  time,  changing  from  Box  Respirator  into 
P.H.  Helmet  under  Chlorine.  Dixon  takes  Childs  over 
to  the  Mess,  and  when  I  come  over  I  find  them  in  deep 
conversation.  Childs  tells  me  that  he  has  discovered 
Dixon  to  be  a  Cambridge  man,  and  that  he  (Childs)  is  one 
too.  I  discover  by  direct  questioning  that  Childs  is  from 
Emmanuel,  and  Dixon  from  Queen's.  The  former  has 
done  his  finals  in  Science,  but  has  not  taken  his  degree  : 
he  is  also  B.Sc.  of  London.  Dixon  has  not  graduated. 
Childs  in  his  turn  discovers  that  I  am  an  Oxford  man,  of 
Keble,  and  we  have  a  very  interesting  talk. 

The  Course  ends  to-day.  The  Officers  do  nothing 
in  afternoon  but  the  N.C.O.'s  have  Drill  wherewith  to 
wind  up  the  Course.  Dixon  and  Gorman  make  another 
pilgrimage  to  St.  Pol. 

I  write  to  Hallam,  and  sort  out  my  correspondence. 

In  the  evening  a  magnificent  Dinner  is  prepared, 
and  Childs  is  our  guest.  He  brings  an  A.S.C.  Lt.  (Burt) 
and  he  and  Childs,  Gorman  and  Dixon  have  several  hands 
of  cards. 


Mai  31.     Jeudi.     Ste.  Petronille. 

This  morning  we  rise  and  breakfast  very  late  and 
Childs  visits  us  in  Mess.  He  had  yesterday  wired  to  our 
different  Battalions  to  send  limbers  for  conveying  our 
Kits.  The  four  Course  Officers  make  arrangements  for 
parading  to  march  back  to  Billets,  and  then  we  go  down 
into  Tinques  for  a  last  visit.  Dixon  and  I  buy  picture 
cards . 
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On  our  way  back,  just  as  we  arrive  at  the  Village 
Green,  Childs  dashes  round  the  corner  on  his  motor-bike 
and  pulls  up  short .  We  have  brief  conversation  with  him 
and  he  tells  me  that  he  has  sent  in  my  name  for  an  Army 
Gas  Course,  for  which  I  thank  him  accordingly.  Then 
we  say  to  him  Farewell. 

We  all  parade  at  2  o'clock  on  the  Village  Green  after 
an  early  Lunch,  and,  the  Officers  having  left  their  ser- 
vants and  Kits,  the  N.C.O.'s  their  packs,  behind  to  be 
picked  up  by  the  limbers  when  they  arrive,  we  fall  in  and 
march  off. 

We  pass  through  Maizieres,  and  just  beyond  that  the 
Somersets  break  away  to  the  right  to  reach  Gouy,  the 
others  going  to  the  left  of  the  forked  roads.  I  shout 
adieux  to  Mott,  Dixon  and  Gorman.  It  is  but  two  kilos 
to  Gouy,  which  is  quickly  reached.  There  I  report  to 
the  Acting  Adjutant,  and  receive  a  short  note  from  H.  G. 
Wyatt,  in  reply  to  my  missive  written  in  sympathy  for 
his  People,  in  connection  with  Arthur  Wyatt's  death, 
concerning  which  Mother  wrote  to  me. 


Juin  1.    Vendredi.    S.  Fortune. 

To-day  is  the  one  set  apart  for  the  Divisional  Horse 
Show,  and  after  the  7-7.30  Parade,  there  are  no  Parades 
for  the  Battalion.  At  7  all  the  Officers  parade  for  Tug- 
of-War,  so  that  Members  can  be  chosen  for  Battalion 
Team  in  Brigade  Sports. 

The  Horse-Show  commences  at  10  a.m.  The  Walrus 
with  the  new  Hampshire  and  R.B.  Officers  on  the  present 
Session  of  the  Brigade  Bombing  Course,  Ball  and  Mores 
respectively,  together  with  myself  walk  out  to  the  Show 
which  is  set  upon  the  Brigade  Parade  Ground. 

The  Show  itself  is  very  fine.  There  are  exhibitions 
of  Horses  with  Limbers,  Pack  Horses,  Chargers,  etc., 
from  each  Brigade  and  Battalion  of  the  Division  and 
competitions  for  the  best  turn-outs  are  held.  All  the 
Limbers,  etc.,  have  been  smartly  painted  and  polished 
and  decorated,  all  the  horses  carefulty  groomed.  The 
Divisional  Band,  which  played  last  night  outside  the 
Somerset  Mess,  is  on  the  field  to  discourse  sweet 
symphonies.  I  see  various  people,  including  Major 
Searight  and  Staff  Captain  Elwell,  both  of  whom  greet 
me  very  cordially. 
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Geary  and  I  move  off  the  field  early,  I  being  afflicted 
with  an  headache,  and  return  to  Gouy.  In  the  Afternoon 
I  lie  down.  A  letter  arrives  from  the  Princess,  and  two 
from  Mother,  one  dated  April  26th,  (!  which  has  travelled 
all  over  the  place)  and  the  other  May  27.  It  is  evident 
that  neither  the  Princess  nor  the  Royal  Majesty  has 
received  my  epistles. 

Juin  2.    Samedi.    S.  Pothin. 

Officers  again  parade  at  7  for  Tug-of-War,  and  the 
Team  is  picked. 

"  C  "  Company  parades  under  2/Lt.  P.  J.  Sylvester 
and  myself,  Chich  being  on  leave,  and  marches  out  to 
Brigade  Training  Ground.  I  take  squads  in  Rapid 
Loading  and  then  Sylvester  takes  the  Company  in  Com- 
pany Drill,  about  which  he  knows  nothing.  With  the 
result  that  there  is  most  frightful  chaos  and  we  come  to 
a  desirable  finish  with  the  rear  rank  in  front.  After  this 
we  fall  out  for  five  minutes  and  then  march  back  to  Gouy 
and  the  Bayonet  Fighting  Ground  at  11.30.  At  a  little 
before  Noon,  I  go  off  to  turn  out  the  Guard,  being 
Orderly  Officer  ;  and  having  dismissed  it,  lo  !  I  perceive 
Sutthery  sitting  on  a  charger  at  my  left  hand.  We 
salute  one  another  with  joy  :  he  tells  me  that  he  has  been 
seeing  a  good  deal  of  Love  lately,  on  Courts  of  Enquiry 
and  Courts-Martial,  etc.  ;  and  then  rides  off. 

In  the  afternoon,  Officers  parade  at  2  for  a  Tactical 
Scheme  under  Major  Waddy,  and  for  this  event  I  march 
the  "  C  "  N.C.O.'s  to  Parade  Ground.  There  the  details 
of  the  scheme  are  unfolded  and  the  scheme  itself  is  worked 
out  by  Companies,  all  Officers  and  N.C.O.'s  of  a  Company 
working  together.  We  return  for  tea. 

Smith  mounts  the  New  Guard  and  I  dismiss  the  Old 
Guard.  A  parcel  arrives,  containing  among  other  things 
cakes  from  Mrs.  Ashton.  A  Regimental  Concert  delays 
Staff  Parade  and  Last  Post.  The  Corporal  of  Head- 
quarter Guard  tells  me  off.  I  had  given  the  order 
"  Dismiss,"  after  inspecting  it  at  10.30  p.m.  and  he  said  : 
"  As  you  were— it's  the  N.C.O's  place,  Sir,  to  dismiss  the 
"Guard." 

Juin  3.    Dimanche.    Trinite. 

Early  this  morning  I  have  a  violent  attack  of 
illness  and  go  without  breakfast.  I  take  the  Com- 
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pany  Church  Parade  at  5  minutes  to  11,  and  after 
the  Service,  which  is  more  like  Morning  Prayer  than 
visual,  I  suppose  in  honour  of  the  feast,  I  inspect  the 
Volunteer  Guard  made  up  from  the  Company  for  the 
Mounting  Guard  Competition  which  takes  place  at  6 
p.m.  this  evening.  Just  as  I  am  about  to  dismiss  the 
Guard  Captain  Greatham  comes  up  to  inspect  it,  and 
he  makes  a  few  corrections  in  the  details. 

There  is  no  Celebration  of  the  Holy  Communion. 

In  the  afternoon  the  Officers  and  N.C.O.'s  of  the 
Battalion  go  out  to  the  Brigade  Ground  to  do  a  Tactical 
Scheme  under  Major  Waddy.  Officers  and  N.C.O.'s  of 
each  Company  work  together  as  one  body.  Each  scheme 
is  afterwards  read  out  to  the  Assembled  Groups  and 
criticised.  We  go  back  for  tea. 

I  had  to  march  out  "  C  "  Company  N.C.O.'s  for  this 
purpose.  It  was  also  my  lot  this  morning  to  accompany 
the  C.O.  around  "  C  "  Company  Billets  when  he  inspected 
Battalion  Billets  after  Church  Parade 


Juin  4.    Lundi.     Ste.  Emma. 

To-day  we  parade  at  8.15  in  Fighting  Order  without 
Haversacks  (i.e.  Tin  Helmets,  Equipment,  Packs,  Water- 
bottles,  etc.),  Officers  included,  and  bringing  their  Com- 
passes. We  then  march  out  by  Companies  through 
Magnicourt,  passing  through  which  I  see  and  greet  Love, 
and  Sarslebois.  It  is  terribly  hot  and  we  go  a  tre- 
mendous distance.  With  Leslie  Axtell  and  myself  as 
Subalterns,  Sylvester  is  in  command  of  "  C  "  Company, 
which  does  a  Trench  Warfare  Attack  Scheme  in  its  shirt- 
sleeves. Just  before  the  Scheme,  we  fall  out  while 
Sylvester  rides  on  ahead  to  negotiate,  and  Leslie  Axtell 
and  I  have  a  long  talk  about  Oxford,  Barny's,  Father 
Frith,  etc. 

Just  as  we  are  closing,  after  finishing  the  scheme, 
Major  Waddy  comes  up  and  criticises  it.  Then  we  march 
back  to  near  Berlincourt  where  Lunch  has  been  prepared. 
I  feel  very  rotten  and  the  heat  is  blinding  ;  Lunch  and 
Lime  Juice  revive  me  somewhat. 

At  1.45  p.m.  the  Battalion,  minus  Company  Com- 
manders and  Subalterns,  falls  in  and  is  marched  back  to 
Gouy  by  the  Adjutant.  The  Officers  above  mentioned 
remain  behind  for  a  beastly  Tactical  Scheme,  which  is 
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straightway  unfolded  by  Major  Waddy.  Company 
Commanders  do  one  Scheme,  Subalterns  another.  The 
Subalterns  include  Twister  Turner  (Lt.),  Gage-Brown, 
G.  Banfield  (who  has  rejoined  us  from  Hospital),  Leslie 
Axtell  and  myself  (2/Lts.),  and  Major  Waddy  visits  both 
parties  alternately  to  see  how  the  schemes  are  being 
worked  out  and  to  criticise.  The  sun  is  terribly  hot  and 
we  are  kept  working  until  4.30  p.m.!  Then  the  Major 
and  Company  Commanders  ride  off.  We  foot  it  to  Sars- 
lebois,  where  we  turn  aside  in  an  Estaminet  for  beer  in 
default  of  other  liquid.  Past  Magnicourt  we  lie  in  wait 
for  Transport  Horses  coming  back  from  watering  and 
ride  them  home.  I  fall  off  my  horse  when  he  gallops,  and 
bust  my  watch.  At  entrance  to  our  Mess  I  see  Colson. 
After  Dinner  I  present  myself  to  the  Doctor,  who  says  my 
temperature  is  101°,  and  says  he'll  excuse  me  from  duty. 
A  letter  from  Mother  to  which  I  reply  :  "  When  you 
come  to  the  end  of  a  perfect  day." 


Juin  5.    Mardi.    Ste.  Heloise. 

I  wake  this  morning  cooler  and  pretty  comfortable 
and  take  the  two  Aspirin  Tablets  which  the  Doctor  gave 
me  last  night. 

An  enormous  and  uneatable  breakfast  of  eggs  and 
bacon,  bread  and  butter  and  tea  is  sent  up  by  Takle.  I 
toy  with  the  food. 

The  Doctor  comes  in  late  in  the  morning,  just  after 
I  have  finished  reading  "  Corleone."  I  tell  him  about  my 
Breakfast  and  he  asks  me  what  I  would  like  for  Lunch. 
I  tell  him  "  Boiled  Eggs  and  Bread  and  Butter  :  and 
"Lime  and  Soda  if  possible."  He  tells  me  to  ask  for  some 
hot  milk  from  my  Billet. 

However  for  Lunch  I  get  some  Ham  and  Lettuce 
and  some  Light  Pudding.  I  can  get  no  Soda  Water  or 
Lime  Juice. 

Brigade  Sports  take  place  this  afternoon.  Toward 
evening  I  become  worse,  growing  feverish  and  sick.  I 
also  have  to  combat  a  severe  attack  of  morbid  depression. 
This  I  can  only  surmount  by  intense  concentration  of  the 
mind  on  various  ideas,  the  person  of  Christ,  etc.,  and  by 
repeating  over  and  over  in  my  mind  wild  ejaculatory 
prayers,  and  verses  from  the  Psalms  :  "  Look  how  high 
"is  the  Heaven  in  comparision  of  the  earth." 
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When  the  Padre  comes  in  after  Dinner  my  mind  is 
clear  but  I  feel  definitely  ill,  with  a  very  high  temperature 
and  a  very  rapid  pulse. 

Juin  6.    Mercredi.    S.  Claude. 

Last  night  the  good  Lady  of  the  House  asked  me  if 
I  would  like  coffee  :  which  I  refused,  but  instead  asked 
for  warm  milk,  which  she  promised  I  should  have  when 
the  cows  came  in  :  and  I  did.  The  Doctor  administered 
more  Aspirin  late  in  evening  and  I  was  not  sick  although 
I  had  been  feeling  that  way.  I  managed  to  drink  some 
of  the  warm  milk. 

This  morning  I  feel  much  more  comfortable  and 
drink  some  of  the  remainder  of  the  milk.  After  Break- 
fast, which  I  can  scarcely  touch,  I  get  up  and  dress,  for  I 
am  to  go  to  Hospital  in  the  Motor  Ambulance.  I  wash 
and  shave  and  Takle  packs  all  my  effects. 

A  Stretcher  is  prepared  for  me  in  the  Ambulance, 
which  contains  also  a  sick  Q.M.  Sergeant  of  the  R.I.F.'s, 
and  which  arrives  at  about  11  a.m.  I  am  assisted  into 
the  Car,  Takle  gets  in  after  me  and  off  we  go. 

After  breaking  our  journey  at  a  Field  Ambulance, 
where  particulars  are  taken  concerning  me  (I  am  being 
sent  to  C.C.S.  with  P.U.O.,  which  is,  being  interpreted 
Pyresein  of  Unknown  Origin),  and  a  passionate  interest 
is  displayed  in  my  religion  ;  we  finally  arrive  at  C.C.S. 
No.  12  Stationary  Hospital,  near  St.  Pol.  The  Hospital  is 
sumptuous  and  comfortable.  I  am  put  into  the  end  bed 
on  the  right  of  No.  4  Ward,  next  to  Sykes,  a  P.U.O.  kid 
with  a  frightfully  nervous  (musical)  temperament.  The 
Day  Sister  I  don't  care  for,  the  Blonde  One.  The  chief 
Night  Sister  is  charming. 

Juin  7.    Jeudi.    Fete-Dieu. 

Last  night  my  temperature  was  up  to  100°.  In  day 
times  it  goes  down. 

In  bed  the  only  things  one  can  do  are  :  read,  eat 
meals  in  rotation,  drink  medicine,  receive  Doctors  and 
Sisters,  answers  enquiries,  listen  to  the  Deccaphone  in 
the  Mess,  and  meditate. 

This  morning  I  see  the  Hospital  M.O.  for  the  first 
time.  He  is  a  young  broad-shouldered  man  who  con- 
tinually carries  a  Stethoscope  ;  with  a  face  spare  abso- 
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lutely  to  asceticism.  He  spends  much  time  in  examining 
Sykes  and  then  sits  considering  him  a  long  time.  This 
scrutiny  provokes  Sykes  to  laughter  :  last  night  he  had 
a  terrible  fit  of  laughing  over  some  joke  made  by  Giles, 
another  of  the  inmates. 

The  Doctor  thinks  he  had  better  be  kept  alone  at  the 
end  of  the  ward,  so  I  am  shifted  to  almost  half-way  down . 
The  train  for  the  Base  Hospital  is  filled  at  Aubigny,  so 
evacuations  are  postponed.  A  Royal  Scots  2/Lt.  moves 
in  with  P.U.O.,  taking  the  bed  on  my  left. 

Giles  and  Shurrock  are  Artists  and  are  forever 
painting  Water  Colour  Sketches  for  the  Sisters.  My 
appetite  is  still  bad.  The  medicine  I  take  is  clear  yellow, 
tasting  somewhat  like  Tincture  of  Rhubarb. 

Juin  8.    Vendredi.    S.  M&lard. 

This  morning. after  the  Doctor's  visit  of  the  Wards, 
I  am  permitted  to  rise.  The  C.O.,  a  very  smart-looking 
R.A.M.C.  Lt./Col.,  comes  around  everyday  and  enquires 
very  kindly  concerning  us. 

A  Hospital  Train  leaves  St.  Pol  for  the  Base  Hospital 
to-day,  so  there  is  an  evacuation.  Sykes,  the  Yeomanry 
(Northumberland  Hussars),  and  others  make  their  de- 
parture therein. 

I  read  a  great  deal,  go  out  and  sit  in  the  sun,  and 
write  a  short  letter  to  Mother. 

My  razor  is  packed  away  in  my  Pack,  so  I  had  to  use 
an  Auto -Strop  which  I  saw  in  the  Washing  Place.  It 
turned  out  to  be  Macmillan's,  when  his  servant  came  to 
look  for  it! 

An  arrival  to-day  is  2/Lt.  Finn  (Finlason)  of  the  2nd 
Seaforths.  I  enquire  of  him  concerning  Sutthery,  who, 
he  tells  me,  has  been  made  Captain  !  There  is  also  a  2nd 
Seaforth  Captain  (Lyon  Booth,  I  think)  in  the  Ward. 

I  write  also  to  the  Princess,  Perry,  the  Keble  Poet, 
and  Takle,  who  rejoined  the  Battalion  as  soon  as  I  had 
arrived  here  and  my  Kit  had  been  stowed  away. 

Juin  9.    Samedi.    S.  Felicien. 

To-day  the  Night  Sister  tweaks  my  ear  to  wake  me. 
I  get  up,  dress,  and  wash  but  don't  shave. 

I  spend  my  morning  after  Breakfast  and  Medicine 
dozing  in  a  deck  chair  out  on  the  grass,  writing  to  the 
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Princess,  and  teasing  the  cat  ;  the  latter  is  a  kind  of 
tabby,  very  playful  but  quite  aware  that  some  people 
must  be  treated  occasionally  with  growls  and  unsheathed 
claws.  He  is  quite  happy  in  hay. 

In  afternoon  and  evening  I  write  to  Midas,  read,  and 
fiddle  about  with  the  Deccaphone. 

After  Dinner  I  seek  for  the  Church  Hut  and  find  it. 

To-day  my  appetite  is  better.  I  am  still  taking 
yellow  medicine  ;  but  for  the  first  time  I  am  given  a  glass 
of  Burgundy  at  Lunch  and  Dinner. 

A  Tank  Officer  has  arrived  in  the  Ward. 


Juin  10.     Dimanche.     S.  Landry. 

To-day  I  again  go  without  shaving.  Takle  had  to 
go  as  soon  as  I  arrived  as  only  a  limited  number  of  ser- 
vants are  kept  here.  I  have  not  had  another  allotted  to 
me,  so  I  am  unclean  in  the  way  of  buttons  and  boots. 
This  must  be  remedied. 

The  C.O.  and  a  fair  boyish-looking  Captain  of  the 
2nd  Seaforths  pay  a  visit  to  the  2nd  Seaforth  Captain 
who  is  in  the  Ward,  and  to  Finn.  Later  on,  just  before 
Dinner,  other  Officers  of  the  same  Regiment  turn  up  for 
the  same  purpose,  among  them  Sutthery,  to  whom, 
however,  I  do  not  reveal  myself. 

I  read  a  great  deal,  sitting  out  in  the  air,  and  in  the 
Mess  ;  and  I  also  amuse  myself  with  the  Deccaphone. 
There  is  one  topping  thing,  "  The  Romance  of  the  Rose  " 
(TRINKHAUS)  played  by  Jacobs  and  his  Trocadero 
Orchestra,  whereof  the  melody,  by  violin,  is  somewhat 
of  this  beginning-; 


p. 

I        i 

/ 

I       C 

2  eL 

J 

f  i 

-N, 

J 

I     D 

i 

£s 

iO- 

—  U- 

3  MJ  J 

i  —  i  — 

i    i  - 

a 

? 

y 

i                            1 

ft  !  °~ 

d  o  yg  —  u  — 

1—-  4-M 

^W-H- 

"  His  Master's  Voice  "  —Cat.  No.  B357. 
101 


Juin  11.    Lundi.    S.  Barnabe. 

This  morning  my  own  razor  is  procured  and  I  shave. 

In  the  afternoon  2/Lt.  Murray  Campbell  of  the  2nd 
Argyles  and  I  go  for  a  walk  ;  we  go  into  St.  Pol,  look  at 
the  shops,  and  buy  chocolates.  I  get  two  registered 
envelopes  from  the  Field  Post  Office.  Murray  Campbell 
buys  an  imitation  Tank  (cardboard)  in  a  French  chocolate 
shop  and  gets  it  filled  with  chocolates.  When  we  return 
to  the  Hospital,  he  presents  it  to  the  Night  Sister. ! 

Lt.  Martin  of  the  1st  Warwicks  arrives  for  a  nasal 
operation.  He  it  was  who  was  Adjutant  of  the  13th 
Warwicks  at  Blandford  :  I  seem  to  recognise  him,  so  I 
ask  him  his  name,  and  I  find  my  assumption  is  correct. 
We  tell  each  other  all  about  ourselves  and  speak  of 
Colonel  Grove  White,  Lucas,  and  the  Black  Horse  Jope, 
etc.  He  has  been  understudying  for  a  Staff  Position. 

I  write  to  Mother,  telling  her  about  Finlason,  whom 
I  like  very  much,  Martin,  etc.,  and  enclose  a  pencil  sketch 
of  a  Bather.  A  letter  from  Mother  (No.  17)  had  been 
forwarded  a  day  or  two  ago  from  my  Battalion. 

Juin  12.    Mardi.    Ste.  Olympe. 

To-day  the  M.O.  declares  Murray  Campbell  fit  to 
leave  the  Hospital  and  gives  him  permission  to  go  to  St. 
Pol  this  afternoon. 

Martin  is  operated  on  and  goes  to  bed. 

I  discover  that  Giles  possesses  two  boxes  of  water- 
colour  and  a  block  of  rough  Whatman  Board.  I  beg  a 
sheet  of  Board  from  him  and  also  request  the  loan  of 
water-colours.  Having  possessed  myself  of  these,  I 
proceed  to  paint  the  Choir,  Apse  and  High  Altar  of  a 
typical  French  Cathedral,  which  Giles,  seeing,  admires  : 
he  asks  me  to  do  one  for  him. 

In  the  evening  I  present  the  finished  sketch,  which 
I  name  "  The  Choir  "  to  the  Night  Sister. 

Another  Gramophone  Record  which  I  like  very  much 
is  the  Drinking  Song  from  "  Ivanhoe"-  "Ho!  Jolly 
Jenkin  "  (Sullivan)  sung  by — I  forget  whom. 

Juin  13.    Mercredi.    S.  Ant.  de  Pad. 

This  morning  I  ask  Giles  for  another  sheet  of  his 
Whatman  Board  :  which  I  divide  in  two.  On  one  piece 
I  paint  a  West  End  of  a  Minster  with  Rose  Window, 
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Organ  and  Gallery  and  Screen,  and  Choir  entering 
through  the  West  Door.  This  I  name  "  Procession  " 
and  give  to  Giles. 

On  the  other  piece  I  paint  a  circle  filled  with  tracery 
and  colour  (like  a  Rose  Window)  with  a  Black  Cat  wear- 
ing Red  Ribbon  balanced  on  it  :  and  Shamrock,  with 
flourishes,  in  green.  In  blue  I  inscribe  :  "Good  Luck 
"and  Rainbow  Hues  for  the  Senior  County  and  the 
"  Hollo  way  "  and  enclose  the  card  in  an  envelope,  ready 
to  send  to  Katharine. 

In  the  afternoon  I  paint  another  West  End  with 
Rose  Window,  Organ  and  Screen,  and  Choir  entering 
through  West  Door,  on  a  sheet  of  my  writing  pad  (rotten 
paper!).  This  is  admired  by  Sister  Wilson,  by  Martin, 
and  by  the  Night  Sister,  who  takes  it  to  Captain 
Drummond  that  he  might  see  it.  I  name  this 
"  Processional." 

Murray  Campbell  left  us  to-day. 

There  is  great  excitement  in  the  Ward  this  evening. 
Giles'  pyjamas  are  sewn  up  and  his  bed  filled  with  hair- 
brushes, etc.  In  these  proceedings,  Oxtonby,  of  the 
Tyneside  Irish,  a  new  arrival,  takes  a  great  part.  Later 
Giles  pulls  my  bed  on  to  the  floor  and  I  chuck  pillows  at 
him.  After  that  the  Ward  quietens  down. 

Finlason  got  up  to-day. 

Juin  14.    Jeudi.    S.  Rufin. 

The  M.O.,  Captain  Drummond,  in  his  morning  round, 
declares  me  fit  to  depart  to-morrow  and  gives  me  per- 
mission to  go  to  St.  Pol  this  afternoon. 

In  the  morning  I  paint  another  Cathedral  water- 
colour — "The  Transept" — and  show  this  and  the 
"  Processional,"  which  I  painted  last  night,  to  Sister 
B.  Wilson,  who  is  the  other  Day  Sister.  She  admires 
them  ;  later  on  I  give  her  "  Processional,"  signing  it  at 
her  request,  "  A.  E.  Coles  "  instead  oi  the  usual  "  A.E.C." 
and  "  cutting  it  down  "  for  her  :  she  thanks  me  and  says 
she  had  wanted  one  of  them,  but  did  not  quite  like  to  ask 
for  it. 

In  the  afternoon  I  write  a  short  letter  to  Mother  (a 
note,  rather!)  ;  and  a  missive  to  Katharine,  to  be  en- 
closed with  the  Black  Cat  Card.  Then  I  array  myself 
and  set  out  for  St.  Pol.  When  I  get  to  the  Post  Office  I 
find  that  my  letters  must  bear  the  Censor's  Stamp  before 
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they  are  accepted  :  so  I  tramp  all  over  the  place,  visiting 
the  Town  Major  first,  to  try  to  get  my  letters  stamped. 
Finally  I  succeed  in  getting  this  done  at  the  Orderly 
Room  of  the  5th  Field  Company  R.E.  ;  and  return  to  the 
Post-Office.  I  had  first  visited  the  Canteen  and  got  my 
Wrist  Watch  packed  to  be  enclosed  in  a  Registered 
Envelope  with  my  note  to  Mother. 

I  return  to  Hospital  very  tired  and  too  late  for  tea, 
bearing  oranges,  with  which  Finlason  and  I  rejoice 
ourselves.  The  Matron  passes  through  the  Ward  and 
talks  to  us.  I  commence  and  finish  my  last  water-colour, 
"The  Lady  Chapel,"  for  the  Blonde  Day  Sister. 

Juin  15.    Vendredi.    S.  Modes te. 

This  morning  I  present  "The  Lady  Chapel  "  to  the 
Day  Sister,  and  make  ready.  The  car  which  is  taking  us 
(Oxtonby,  Battinson  and  myself),  to  the  Station  at  St. 
Pol,  arrives  very  suddenly  and  my  parting  with  the 
Sisters,  Finlason,  Martin  and  others  is  somewhat  abrupt. 
Our  Valises,  etc.,  have  already  been  loaded  into  the  car 
and  we  leave  at  once  and  report  to  the  R.T.O.'s  Office  at 
St.  Pol,  where  we  are  told  to  return  at  a  quarter  to  one 
for  our  papers.  Then  we  wander  about  St.  Pol,  I  buy 
"  Lettres  de  mon  Moulin,"  and  then  we  lunch  at  "The 
Mikado." 

At  the  Station  we  separate  and  mount  our  different 
trains.  I  get  into  a  compartment  with  a  Machine  Gun 
Officer  who  is  going  to  Savny  (34th  Div.).  He  is  a 
Somerset  man  and  we  chat  together  ;  he  hails  from 
Yeovil. 

I  dismount  at  Maroeuil,  the  end  of  the  journey, 
leave  my  kit  at  the  R.T.O.'s  Office,  and  strike  into  the 
Main  Arras-St.  Pol  road  on  foot.  Here  a  Motor  Ambu- 
lance takes  me  into  Arras  and  I  pursue  my  way  to  St. 
Nicholas  and  wander  about  the  Dump.  The  old  Dugout 
is  empty  and  desolate,  but  in  a  bivouac  near  the  Mule 
Lines  I  find  Cooke  and  another  Officer.  Cooke  and  I 
greet  each  other  with  transports  of  joy  and  I  stay  to  tea. 
Cooke  is  in  charge  of  the  Dump  :  he  tells  me  that  Tibbs 
lost  his  right  arm  some  time  ago  owing  to  the  bursting  of 
an  Aerial  Bomb.  I  see  Major  Searight,  who  says  he  will 
send  for  me  if  he  wants  another  Officer,  and  go  on  to  the 
Transport  Line  of  my  Battalion,  where  I  see  Jacquot, 
the  R.B.  Transport  Officer,  Ridge,  and  later  on,  Blaine. 
We  mess  together  and  I  sleep  in  borrowed  blankets. 
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Juin  16.    Samedi.    S.  Cyr. 

After  Breakfast  this  morning  I  begin  to  pack  my 
things,  the  Limber  having  been  sent  off  early  to  Maroeuil 
to  get  my  kit,  and  returning. 

I  get  a  new  Box  Respirator  of  the  Reg. -Quarter 
Master  Sergeant,  who  is  assuming  Keate's  (the  Quarter- 
master's) place  while  the  latter  is  on  leave.  Then  I  visit 
Cooke  on  Orderly's  bicycle  after  Lunch,  returning  his 
Gas  Helmet  which  he  loaned  me  last  night  :  I  lost  my 
first  Box  Respirator  in  Hospital,. 

Good-bye  to  Cooke.  At  3  p.m.  I  am  attired  in  my 
Robe  de  Tranchees  (Tommy  Tunic,  etc.,  and  equipment) 
and  set  out.  I  was  to  have  gone  with  the  Transport,  but 
I  miss  them  and  go  up  to  Athies  Lock  with  the  East 
Lanes.  Transport.  I  arrive  exhausted  and  rest  for  a  long 
time.  A  barge  is  loading  with  R.E.  stuff  and  timber  : 
I  get  into  this  and  take  command,  sitting  high  in  the 
Stern  :  and  off  we  go  down  the  lovely  River  Scarpe. 
There  are  two  men  rowing  in  the  bow,  to  whom  I  yell  : 
"  Paddle  on,  Bow! — Back  her,  Stroke!!!  "  etc.,  and  so 
we  arrive  at  Fampoux  Lock.  Fortunately  Sergeant 
Payne  of  "  C  "  Company  is  there  and  he  takes  me  past 
llth  Brigade  Headquarters  to  "C  "  Company  (in  close 
support  with  "  B  "  Company  to  "  A  "  and  "  H  "  in  the 
Front  Line)  :  in  the  Company  Dugout  I  find  Chich, 
Sylvester  and  Leslie  Axtell.  Captain  Thomas  Marshall 
also  messes  with  us. 

After  Dinner  Sylvester  goes  off  on  a  Bombing  Patrol 
in  Front  Line  and  gets  wounded  with  one  of  our  own 
bombs.  Leslie  Axtell  and  I  go  down  to  Fampoux  Lock 
to  take  up  Rations  and  R.E.  material  to  "  A  "  and  "  H  " 
Companies.  I  carry  to  "  H  ". 


Juin  17.     Dimanche.    Ste.  Aline. 

Daubeny  and  Curtler  have  been  wounded  :  and 
Twister  Turner  is  in  command  of  "  H  "  Company.  He 
does  not  require  the  Carrying  Party  for  working  in  his 
line,  so  we  return. 

Shortly  after  2  a.m.  "  C  "  Company  does  "  Stand- 
To,"  and  the  dawn  is  very  lovely.  After  "  Stand-To," 
Chich  and  the  others  turn  in  and  I  remain  on  duty  in  the 
Company  Lines.  I  visit  the  Sentries  twice  and  give  the 
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Order  for  Minimum  Movement  because  of  a  German 
Observation  Balloon  in  the  far  distance.  The  Brigadier 
and  a  Major  come  round  ;  and  while  I  am  both  hearing 
him  and  answering  his  questions,  Chich  wakes  and  turns 
out. 

After  Breakfast  I  turn  in  and  sleep. 

We  are  very  merry  in  "  C  "  Company,  especially  at 
Dinner. 

More  carrying  this  evening.  I  take  "  H  "  Com- 
pany's Rations.  We  start  rather  early,  Sergeant  Peters 
and  myself  in  the  van.  Leslie  Axtell  goes  on  with  Head- 
quarters Party  and  sends  back  to  halt  on  account  of 
hostile  shelling.  The  path  we  use  is  fairly  congested 
to-night.  I  go  on  again  and  suddenly  a  shell  comes  from 
over  the  river  and  lands  just  on  the  right  side  of  the  path 
about  9  feet  in  front  of  me.  Fortunately  it  is  a  dud. 
Other  shells  fall  around. 

We  go  back  to  the  wharf  and  load  up  with  R.E. 
Material.  Down  in  the  valley  I  smell  Lachrymatory 
Gas  and  Ethyl  Isocyanide  and  give  order  :  "  Gas  Helmets 
on  !  "  With  great  difficulty  I  get  my  men  right  along  to 
"  H  "  Company  Headquarters.  We  have  to  go  over  the 
top,  as  the  Communication  Trench  is  filled  with  a 
Working  Party  of  East  Lanes. 


Juin  18.    Lundi.    S.  Amand. 

Leslie  Axtell  comes  back  with  news  of  the  Gas 
Shelling  of  last  night.  Chich  tells  us  both  to  turn  in  and 
sleep  as  "  Stand-To  "  is  over.  I  sleep  past  Breakfast 
Time  up  till  noon  and  get  up  for  Lunch. 

The  trenches  are  very  good  both  here  and  in  the 
Front  Line.  I  visit  the  Sentries,  read,  look  up  Thomas 
Marshall  in  his  Dugout,  etc. 

The  weather  is  very  fine  with  occasional  thunder- 
storms. 

To-night  Leslie  Axtell  has  to  do  a  Bombing  Patrol 
and  follow  up  Sylvester's  stunt.  A  Company  of  the 
3/4  Queen's  (Lamb  and  Flag)  joins  us  for  Instruction  in 
Trench  Warfare  and  Company  Relief,  and  I  take  four 
Sentries  with  me  down  to  the  WTharf  in  addition  to  the 
ordinary  Carrying  Party  of  "  C  "  Company.  An  Officer 
(2/Lt.)  of  the  Queen's,  Thomas,  also  accompanies  me. 
We  reach  the  Wharf  very  late,  but  have  to  accomplish 
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only  one  journey,  taking  Rations  and  R.E.  Stuff  at  the 
same  time.  Chich  comes  down  to  Fampoux  Lock  and 
superintends  the  loading  of  the  Party,  Right  at  the 
beginning  Sergeant  Peters  and  some  men  get  separated  : 
I  do  not  wait  for  them  as  some  shells  are  falling  along 
near  the  road,  to  the  left. 

I  end  up  at  "  H  "  Company  with  only  two  tins  of 
water  :  but  the  remainder  of  the  water-tins  gradually 
dribble  in.  "H"  Company  Rations  are  taken  on  to 
"  A  "  Company  by  Sergeant  Peters  and  Thomas,  but 
nothing  worse  happens.  It  is  nearing  dawn  so  I  send 
the  men  on  under  Thomas  and  the  N.C.O.  and  return  to 
"  C  "  Company  alone. 

Juin  19.     Mardi.     S.  Gervais. 

There  are  three  Queen's  Officers  with  us  at  present  : 
a  Captain,  a  Lieut.,  and  Thomas.  We  surrender  our 
sleeping  places  to  them  and  I  doss  down  on  the  floor  with 
Chich's  Raincoat  and  his  and  my  Air  Pillows  (one  under 
the  hip). 

After  Breakfast  I  go  out  and  do  a  Pen  and  Ink 
Sketch  of  a  little  Black  and  Tan  Dog  which  presented 
himself  to-day.  He  is  "  a  lovely  little  animal  who  takes 
"a  great  interest  in  life,"  as  Chich  puts  it.  I  show  the 
sketch  to  Chich,  who  tells  me  that  he  took  the  Pen  and 
Ink  Sketches  which  I  drew  at  Dieval  home  with  him  on 
Leave  :  and  he  tells  me  that  his  Mother  said  that  the 
sketch  of  himself  was  just  like  him.  I  am  ordered  to 
make  one  of  Captain  Thomas  Marshall. 

Leslie  Axtell's  affair  of  last  night  was  boshed  up  by 
Brigade,  so  he  repeats  to-night.  The  R.B.'s.  who  are 
relieving  us,  arrive  just  before  Dinner  and  we  hand  over 
all  the  stuff  (including  the  Queen's  Officers  and  men)  to 
them  and  get  out  at  7.30  p.m. 

Just  beyond  Brigade  Headquarters  I  pursue  my  way 
alone,  being  separated  from  the  Company,  who  go  on 
ahead.  Between  Athies  and  the  Railway  Embankment 
I  pass  Sutthery  taking  up  a  Company  of  Seaforths  and 
I  turn  back  to  chat  with  him.  I  had  seen  Shaw  of  the 
R.B.  farther  back. 

I  find  the  Battalion  encamped  on  the  West  Side  of 
the  Railway  Embankment  near  the  River.  Lt.  Hawker 
and  2/Lts.  Collins,  Harper  and  Wallington  arrive  from 
Crownhill.  A  letter  from  Katharine. 

107 


Juin  20.    Mercredi.    S.  Sylvere. 

This  morning  I  wake  and  dress  at  10  a.m.  Takle  is 
now  Axtell's  servant,  so  I  am  taking  Titcombe,  who  used 
to  minister  to  Sylvester. 

I  take  a  party  of  "  C  "  Company  down  to  the  River 
where  they  wash  their  feet,  I  inspecting  the  feet  after- 
wards. Then  the  Company's  Rations  are  drawn. 

In  the  afternoon  I  inspect  Rifles  of  No.  11  Platoon. 
There  is  a  parcel,  containing  Summer  Underclothing 
among  other  things  ;  and  3  letters  from  Mother  together 
with  a  letter  from  the  Princess  enclosing  a  snapshot  of 
herself  in  nurse  uniform. 

It  is  glorious  living  up  in  the  air,  on  the  great  Railway 
Embankment  near  the  River  Scarpe.  All  the  way  up 
biwys  and  habitations  simply  cling  to  the  side.  "  B  " 
and  "  C  "  Company  Messes  are  running  together  still. 

It  is  now  certain  that  Daubeny  died  at  C.C.S. 

At  about  6  p.m.  Thomas  Marshall,  Collins,  Hawker 
and  myself  go  down  into  the  Arcadian  Groves  near  the 
River,  where  there  are  lakes  with  islands  and  surrounded 
with  fair  and  strange  shrubbery  and  trees.  Here  I  came 
on  the  evening  of  April  9th.  We  undress  and  bathe  in 
the  warm  water.  I  swim  to  an  island  and  pluck  water 
lilies.  Harper  and  Twister  come  down  and  follow  us  in. 
We  return  to  Stirling  Camp,  the  Railway  Embankment 
or  Blue  Line,  just  as  a  terrific  storm  of  rain  begins  to  fall. 

To-night  it  is  colder,  but  that  is  a  blessing. 


Juin  21.    Jeudi.    S.  Raoul. 

I  am  Orderly  Officer  to-day.  Sergeant  James, 
D.C.M.,  is  my  Orderly  Sergeant.  The  Company  parades 
at  9  under  Chich,  Leslie  Axtell,  Harper  (who  is  posted  to 
"  C  ")  and  myself.  Collins  and  Hawker  are  posted  to 
"  B  "  Company. 

We  go  down  the  River  by  Towpath  to  the  Wall  of  the 
Arcadian  Grove.  Here  we  divide  into  squads  for 
Musketry,  Bayonet  Fighting,  etc.  It  is  not  long  before 
we  hear  the  sad  news  that  Wallington,  who  was  posted 
to  "  H  "  Company,  was  accidentally  shot  by  a  Sergeant 
taking  a  squad  in  Musketry.  He  was  killed  at  once. 
There  is  a  Court  of  Enquiry  held  almost  immediately. 
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I  inspect  Rifles  and  Box  Respirators  of  No.  11 
Platoon,  see  Dinners  as  Orderly  Officer,  and  receive  the 
news  that  I  am  to  go  up  to  Front  Line  to  dig  to-night. 
"  C  "  Company  is  to  send  a  party  and  also  "  B  "  Com- 
pany, of  which  latter  party  Hawker  is  to  be  in  charge. 
Harper  is  to  accompany  me  for  instruction. 

After  an  early  Dinner  Hawker  and  I  set  out  to  report 
to  O.C.  Rifle  Brigade  and  reconnoitre  proposed  work  by 
daylight.  Newell  and  another  Orderly  accompany  us. 
We  approach  R.  B.  Headquarters  by  way  of  Lancer  Lane 
and  take  a  deuce  of  a  time  getting  there.  Then  we  go  on 
to  Scabbard  Trench,  which  has  to  be  deepened,  and  wait. 
Harper  brings  down  "  C  "  Company  Party,  armed  with 
tools,  Sergeant  Wakely  guiding  him  along  the'Artillery 
Track.  Later  on  "  B  "  Company  Party  arrives  and  the 
whole  settle  down  to  digging.  Harson,  the  Brigade 
Major,  comes  along  and  talks  to  us.  Hawker  assumes 
charge  of  the  whole  digging. 


Juin  22.    Vendredi.     S.  Alban. 

Just  at  2  a.m.  shrapnel  comes  over  and  H.E.  Tools 
and  Rifles  are  collected  and  we  set  out  up  the  Artillery 
Track,  "  C  "  Company  leading.  We  hurry  on  and  grad- 
ually leave  the  shells  behind  us.  Having  dumped  our 
picks  and  shovels  on  Fampoux  Wharf,  we  return  by  way 
of  the  Towpath.  Halfway  between  Athies  Lock  and  the 
Pioneer  Bridge  more  shells  come  over  on  to  the  Towpath 
and  adjoining  meadows,  much  to  our  surprise.  We 
double  on  :  but  not  before  one  shell  burst  right  in  the 
water  at  our  side. 

When  Harper  and  I  get  back  to  Camp  we  find  break- 
fast waiting  for  us.  It  is  now  4  a.m.  After  seeing  the 
men  have  tea  (Hawker  and  his  party  have  by  this  time 
arrived)  we  turn  in. 

A.  M.  Pearson  took  a  party  of  men  up  last  night  to 
carry  T.M.  Bombs.  Something  went  wrong  and  the 
Brigadier,  in  the  heat  of  the  moment,  puts  Pearson  under 
arrest . 

I  rise  at  noon  and  find  that,  owing  to  last  night's 
affair  with  Pearson,  Leslie  Axtell  and  I  have  to  go  on 
Fatigue  to-night. 

We  set  out  at  8.30  with  a  party  of  90  men,  30  of 
whom  are  in  my  charge.  With  these  and  Sergeant 
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James,  I  load  up  at  Fampoux  with  tools  for  90  men  and 
go  down  the  Artillery  Track.  There  is  strafing  on  our 
left.  We  hurry  on  and  bump  into  the  other  60  men  who 
are  carrying  Trench  Mortar  Bombs  across  the  Causeway 
from  the  Causeway  Wharf.  Waiting  to  let  them  go  by, 
we  move  on  again  and  arrive  at  Crossbow  Street  where 
we  start  working.  There  is  great  difficulty  with  Fatigue 
Parties  of  the  Queen's  and  R.B.  who  will  try  to  use  the 
trench  when  we  are  working. 

Parcel  with  "  The  Last  Chronicle  of  Barset.  Vol.  I." 


Juln  23.    Samedi.    S.  Jacob. 

Leslie  Axtell  arrived  almost  at  midnight,  having 
been  delayed  an  hour  by  the  Trench  Mortar  Officer  in 
arriving  at  the  gun.  Then  he  returns  to  Crossbow  and 
the  remainder  of  the  men  get  tools  and  are  set  to  work. 
At  1.30  a.m.  there  is  a  bad  strafing  of  Crossbow  Street 
with  H.E.,  some  shells  falling  perilously  near  the  trench. 
Leslie  Axtell  and  Sergeant  Noble  clear  off  to  report  to 
Brigade  Headquarters.  After  a  pause,  the  Germans 
again  shell  Crossbow  Trench  and  at  2.5  a.m.  we  clear  out. 
A  false  order  comes  down  from  me  to  "  Lead  on,"  but  in 
any  case  we  are  thankful  to  get  away.  At  Brigade  Head- 
quarters we  pick  up  Leslie  Axtell  and  Sergeant  Noble  and 
return  to  the  Embankment  by  way  of  Feuchy. 

Last  night  two  more  Officers  arrived,  Cole  and 
Matthews.  Both  come  to  "  C  "  Company. 

I  read  "  Barset  Last  Chronicle  "  and  write  to  Mother, 
from  whom  a  letter  arrives, 

In  the  evening  I  go  down  to  bathe  in  Arcady  with 
Greatham  and  Harper.  A  Major  in  the  King's  Own 
converses  with  Greatham.  There  is  rather  a  remarkable 
grave  with  a  tablet  on  which  is  inscribed  in  German  : 
"To  two  brave  New  England  Men,"  and  erected  appar- 
ently by  the  Germans  over  two  Australian  Officers  killed 
in  a  raid.  It  was  planted  with  German  roses. 


Juin  25.     Dimanche.    Nat.  de  S.  J.-B. 

There  is  a  Church  Parade  this  morning  at  12,  Padre 
Laurie,  of  the  Hampshires,  officiating.  This  is  followed 
by  a  Celebration  in  the  open,  attended  by  5  men  and 
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Greatham,  Turner,  Walrus,  Matthews,  Cole  and  myself. 
The  Service  begins  with  the  First  Collect  and  goes 
straight  on  to  the  Confession. 

In  the  afternoon  I  see  Padre  Whiteside  who  tells  me 
that  the  Bishop  of  Arras  is  holding  a  Confirmation 
Service,  in  which  two  convert  Officers  are  being  con  firmed. 

Drake  arrived  yesterday,  and  "  B  "  Company  last 
night,  or  rather  two  nights  ago,  went  up  in  support  to 
the  R.B.  who  made  a  little  attack,  but,  after  capturing 
their  objective,  decided  it  better  to  hold  the  original 
trench  line.  So  they  came  back. 

To-day  we  are  informed  that  we  are  to  go  up  to- 
morrow to  relieve  the  R.B.  in  order  to  enable  them  to  be 
inspected  by  the  Duke  of  Connacht.  This  was  the  excuse 
given  when  they  kept  us  up  in  the  Line  three  days  longer 
than  our  rightful  tour  involved  ;  for  on  the  day  I  joined 
"  C  "  Company  for  the  Transport  Line,  the  Battalion 
should  have  been  relieved  by  the  R.B.  Now  we  are  to 
go  up  again,  with  "  C  "  Company  and  Light  Company 
in  Front  Line,  and  "  H  "  in  support. 

Leslie  Axtell  and  Smith  went  on  Leave  this  morning, 
the  former  borrowing  my  Haversack. 


Juin  25.    Lundi.     S.  Prosper. 

The  Dork  accompanies  me  into  the  Front  Line. 

By  5  o'clock  this  afternoon  valises  are  packed  : 
after  Dinner  the  Battalion  parades  and  commences  its 
march  to  the  Front  Line,  going  down  the  Towpath  by 
Companies  with  an  interval  of  200  yards  between 
Platoons . 

"  C"  Company  goes  into  Front  Line,  Left  Sector 
(that  occupied  by  "  H  "  Company  last  time),  with  my 
Platoon  holding  the  extreme  left  of  the  Company  in 
Finger  Trench.  The  relieved  Platoon  of  the  R.B.'s 
quickly  makes  its  exit.  A  Platoon  of  the  Queen's  is  in 
the  Front  Line,  on  the  Right  together  with  No.  10 
Platoon.  Nine  Platoon  is  in  support  in  Scabbard  Trench 
under  Harper,  and  Matthews  commands  Ten  Platoon. 
The  Platoon  of  the  Queen's  is  i/c  of  2/Lt.  Fisk. 

"  A  "  Company  holds  the  Right  Sector,  and  "  H  " 
is  in  Close  Support.  Cole  for  the  time  being  is  with  "  H  " 
Company,  and  in  return  for  him,  Drake  is  attached  to 
"  C."  "  B  "  Company  remains  in  Lancer  Lane. 
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Before  setting  out  to-night  I  wrote  to  Mother  and 
also  to  Geoff  and  Harold  Makins  :  curiously  enough  a 
letter  arrives  from  the  former  just  after  I  had  sealed  the 
envelopes. 

After  Morning  Stand-To,  Drake  and  I  turn  in  at  the 
Company  Dugout,  while  Harper  and  Matthews  go  off 
and  sleep  elsewhere.  After  Breakfast,  Chich  also  comes 
in  and  sleeps. 

Terrible  weather — it  rained  horribly.  The  Germans 
shell  us  pretty  well  with  5.9's  and  we  have  no  Dugouts. 


Juin  26.    Mardl.    S.  David. 


Each  Subaltern  Officer  does  a  tour  of  duty  in  the 
whole  Company  Line,  of  four  hours  and  a  half.  I  am  on 
in  the  afternoon,  which  is  fairly  quiet.  Geary  is  in  com- 
mand of  the  Left  Platoon  of  "A  "  Company. 

The  place  around  is  wonderfully  beautiful.  Below 
us  on  the  left  lie  broad  lakes,  from  which  at  night  re- 
sounds the  rather  sweet  chirruping  of  frogs  :  bordered 
with  rushes,  willows  and  tall  trees  ;  from  out  of  the  last 
peep  the  ruins  of  Roeux.  My  trench  ends  in  a  Bombing 
Post  beyond  which  lies  only  the  water  of  the  lake  and  a 
rusty  pump,  from  which,  when  the  R.B.'s  were  in  resi- 
dence, a  German  N.C.O.  with  two  men  actually  attempted 
to  draw  water  ! 

Behind  us  in  the  lake  stands  a  fair  island  with  rushes 
and  trees.  With  the  sunset  over  all  this,  how  beautiful 
everything  is!  Yet  we  are  enfiladed  by  a  German 
Machine  Gun  from  across  the  River  and  the  shells  are 
bursting  in  Scabbard  Trench . 

To-night  Thomas  brings  up  a  party  of  30  men  of  the 
Queen's,  of  whom  I  am  put  in  charge  and  whom  I  dis- 
tribute along  Crossbow  Street  from  Scabbard,  including 
Bayonet  Trench  as  far  as  the  New  Communication 
Trench.  The  hostile  guns,  or  rather  a  gun,  had  ranged 
so  accurately  on  this  trench  that  it  had  been  blown  in  at 
several  places  ;  and  thus  Leslie  Axtell's  and  my 
work  of  a  few  nights  ago  has  been  in  vain.  It  is  our 
business  to  clear  the  Trench  ;  Drake  and  I  had  pre- 
viously (in  daylight)  reconnoitred  the  work  and  marked 
the  bad  places. 
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Juin  27.    Mereredi.    S.  Ladislas. 

There  is  a  wiring  party  out  just  in  front  of  us  and 
other  parties  wiring  all  along  the  line,  which  the  enemy 
detects  with  his  Very  Lights  and  attempts  to  disperse  by 
M.G.  Fire.  This  is  ineffectual,  so  he  fires  Trench  Mortars 
and  Aerial  Torpedoes,  silent  in  their  flight  but  very 
deadly.  The  wiring  parties  go  in. 

It  is  reported  that  the  gun  which  usually  fires  on 
Crossbow  Street  was  put  out  of  action  in  the  morning  ; 
on  information  probably  correct,  for  at  2  o'clock  we  are 
still  undisturbed  and  no  shells  land  among  us  :  for  which 
I  am  devoutly  thankful. 

We  turn  in  again  after  Stand-To,  and  I  sleep  after 
Breakfast  until  twelve,  when  I  have  to  relieve  Drake  of 
Front  Line  Duty.  At  4.30  p.m.  I  am  relieved  by 
Harper. 

A  2/Lt.  of  the  1st  King's  Own  comes  up  to  arrange 
for  the  relief  to-night.  He  dines  with  us.  This  evening 
the  German  fires  salvos  of  Trench  Mortars  over  on  to  us, 
giving  us  great  trouble.  Chich  and  I,  standing  in  my 
Sector,  see  the  shells  (T.M.)  landing  some  20  yards 
behind . 

At  11  p.m.  the  Relieving  Platoon  for  my  Sector 
arrives,  to  my  joy.  A  salvo  of  Trench  Mortars  falls  near 
the  M.G.  that  is  half-way  down  my  line,  and  another 
salvo  of  seven  comes  over  in  the  middle  of  the  Relief,  and 
so  near  the  Trench  that  some  of  the  Bombs  fall  in  front, 
and  some  just  behind,  the  actual  trench,  covering  us 
with  earth  and  stones. 

We  get  away  unhurt,  the  Company  Signallers  bring- 
ing up  the  rear  of  the  Platoon. 


Juin  28.    Jeudi.     S.  Irenee. 

Drake  and  I  lead  No.  11  Platoon  down  the  Ration 
Track.  Not  a  shell  falls  near  us  until  we  get  to  the  top  ; 
Brigade  Headquarters  is  being  shelled  and  a  Minus  falls 
50  yards  to  the  right,  putting  us  to  flight.  We  pass  on 
down  the  road,  through  Feuchy,  quiet  and  deserted  and 
ruined,  and  on  through  the  famous  Railway  Triangle, 
where  two  converging  lines  cross  the  road  on  two  brick 
single-arched  bridges  about  20  yards  apart,  joining  a 
little  beyond,  near  the  River. 
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A  little  after  this  we,  having  acquired  guides,  turn 
off  the  road  to  the  left  and  arrive  at  a  canvas  camp 
pitched  in  a  hollow,  Rifle  Camp.  I  see  my  Platoon 
stowed  away  into  tents.  The  other  Platoons  and  Com- 
panies have  arrived  or  are  arriving.  After  finding  my 
tent,  I  go  down  to  the  Company  again  and  find  Chich 
arrived.  Eventually  we  go  up  to  the  Mess  Marquee  and 
have  a  meal  before  turning  in.  Harper  and  I  are  in  the 
the  same  Bell  Tent. 

I  rise  late  in  the  morning.  A  writing  indicates  that 
I  am  to  go  to  the  1 1th  Trench  Mortar  Battery  on  the  30th. 
Wilson,  of  the  Regiment,  a  Lt.  and  Claims  Officer  for 
Brigade,  Division  or  Corps, — I  am  not  sure  which — takes 
a  snapshot  of  some  of  the  Members  of  the  Mess,  including 
the  C.O.,  Collins,  Chich  and  myself. 

At  5  p.m.  Harper  and  I  take  a  large  party  of  "  C  ' 
Company  down  to  the  Arcadian  Grove  through  St. 
Laurent  Blangy.  We  ourselves  also  bathe.  Chich  and 
someone  else,  who  had  gone  to  Arras,  come  back  foxed 
and  disturb  Harper  and  myself  in  our  tent. 

Juin  29.    Vendredi.    SS.  Pier,  et  Paul 

This  afternoon  I  set  to  and  sketched  Harper, 
stretched  on  the  floor  of  the  tent  and  reclining  on  his 
right  arm,  reading  "  The  Bystander." 

A  letter  from  Dorothy  Cole  Turner,  enclosing  a  snap- 
shot of  her  little  son  Ross,  and  a  half-dozen  more  of  my 
photographs,  from  home  ;  also  a  letter  from  Burgie 
Northcroft,  who  has  been  wounded,  arrive. 

In  the  afternoon  Thomas  Marshall  assaults  me  with 
great  violence  ;  but  is  pacified  and  comes  down  to 
bathe  with  Lottie  Collins,  myself,  Twister  Turner,  and 
Drake.  Hawker  is  also  with  us.  I  pick  large  and 
glorious  white  and  yellow  water-lilies.  Hawker  and  I 
return  to  the  Rifle  Camp  together,  via  the  Railway 
Triangle . 

In  the  evening  I  write  to  Mother. 

A  box  of  sweets  arrived  the  day  before  yesterday  : 
these  are  speedily  consumed. 

Juin  30.    Samedi.    S.  Martial. 

A  wretched  day,  as  far  as  weather  is  concerned. 
I  have  an  early  Lunch.     My  Kit,  which  had  been 
previously  packed,  goes  off  with  the  Ration  Transport. 
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My  destination  is  Fife  Camp.  Gage-Brown  arrives  at 
Lunch  time  from  Hospital. 

At  2  p.m.  I  parade  at  the  Orderly  Room,  with  the 
three  men  who  are  to  join  the  Trench  Mortar  Battery, 
and  Titcombe,  my  servant. 

We  start  our  march  and  wander  about  at  the  mercy 
of  those  who  attempt  to  direct  us  to  Fife  Camp  :  their 
name  is  Legion. 

After  wandering  through  all  the  Camps  about 
Blangy,  making  enquiries  at  the  area  Commandant's 
Office,  losing  my  men,  finding  them  again,  etc.,  I  arrive, 
utterly  weary,  at  Fife  Camp,  which  is  over  against 
Divisional  Headquarters,  and  near  Brigade. 

Here  I  find  Captain  Hoskins,  of  the  Hampshire 
Regt.,  who  is  O.C.  llth  T.M.  Battery,  with  Reason 
(2/Lt.)  of  the  East  Lanes  and  Gabell,  of  my  own  Regt. 
They  are  all  seated  at  tea,  at  which  meal  I  join  them. 
Later  2/Lt.  Booth,  from  the  Rifle  Brigade,  turns  up. 

Fife  Camp  houses  the  llth  M.G.  Company,  of  which 
Major  Westropp  is  O.C.  He  is  the  M.G.  Captain  who 
was  decorated  with  the  M.C.  last  Palm  Sunday.  Now  he 
also  has  the  D.S.O.  He  is  only  22  years  old.  Corballis 
is  also  of  the  M.G.  Company. 

The  Camp  is,  of  course,  a  canvas  one. 

NOTES  DU  TRIMESTRE. 

April  9th. 

O  Jungfrau,  aller  Jungfrauen  Kron', 

Maria! 
Dein  Gott  und  Schopfer  ward  dein  Sohn 

Maria! 

Bitt  das  Kind  auf  deinem  Arm, 
Dass  es  unser  sich  erbarm. 


Juillet  1.    Dimanche.    S.  Thibaut. 

There  are  no  parades  to-day  except  Church  Parade, 
which  Gabell  takes,  and  I  wander  aimlessly  about  until  I 
am  inspired  to  go  down  to  the  Divisional  Dump  and  see 
Cooke.  I  pass  October  Circus  and  February  Circus  and 
arrive  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Here  I  find  a 
strange  man  called  Robertson,  of  the  K.O.S.B.  and 
Divisional  Employment  Company.  He  tells  me  that 

115 


Cooke  has  gone  to  see  Major  Searight  and  will  return 
before  long.  The  Dump  is  being  fhifted  right  to  the 
other  side  of  Arras,  near  the  Railway  Station. 

Cooke  returns  and  greets  me  ;  and  we  get  into  a 
waiting  Lorry  which  has  just  been  loaded  with  explosives 
and  takes  us  up  to  the  New  Dump. 

Major  Young,  acting  D.A.Q.M.G.  while  Major 
Searight  is  on  Leave,  comes  along  and  while  Cooke  goes 
off  to  mess  around,  he  and  I  chat  together.  Then  we 
join  Cooke,  who  takes  us  down  into  the  "  caves  "  where 
the  Ammunition  is  stored.. 

At  Lunch  time  I  return  to  St.  Nicholas  in  one  of  the 
unloaded  lorries  :  the  Hampshire  Regt.  had  sent  a 
fatigue  party  to  the  Dump  to  unload  the  lorries  arriving 
with  material  from  the  St.  Nicholas  Dump  (a  Lt.  was  in 
charge).  Thence  I  go  on  to  Fife  Camp. 

D.  W.  Cooke  presented  me  with  a  "dead  "  Mills 
Bomb  to  replace  mine  lost. 


Juillet  2.    Lundi.    Visitation  de  N.-D. 


Reason  is  apparently  Adjutant  :  at  any  rate  all  the 
writing  passes  through  his  hands. 

The  morning,  as  far  as  the  Reinforcements  are  con- 
cerned, commences  with  a  lecture  by  Captain  Hoskins 
on  the  "  3  inch  Stokes  Howitzer  "  or  "  Stokes  Mortar." 
This  is  followed  by  Gun  Drill,  which  in  some  portions 
reminds  one  very  strongly  of  the  Artillery,  recalled  in 
such  expressions  as  : 

"Range  Three,  O,O,  (300),  Fuse  Ten,  Green  Cart- 
"  ridge" — "No.  One  Gun  ready  to  fire,  Sir," — "Fire, 
"No.  One!!!" 

During  the  Drill,  which  is  taken  by  Hoskins,  Booth 
and  I  simply  look  on  and  listen,  trying  to  pick  up  details. 

Parade  in  the  morning  lasts  from  9  to  12.30  p.m., 
with  a  break  of  half-an-hour.  After  Parade  in  the  after- 
noon, which  lasts  an  hour,  we  are  free. 

When  tea  is  over,  I  set  out  for  the 'Field  Cashier  in 
Arras,  armed  with  my  own  and  Gabell's  Advanced  Pay 
Books  and  an  Imprest  requisitioned  by  Hoskins.  I 
arrive  in  the  Rue  Jeanne  d'Arc  just  before  the  Cashier 
closes  and  draw  125  francs  each  for  Gabell  and  myself, 
and  300  on  the  Imprest. 
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Major  Westropp  dines  with  us  to-night  and  after- 
wards cards  are  brought  out  and  money  lost  and  won. 
I  write  to  Mother. 


Juillet  3.    Mardi.    S.  Anatole. 

To-day  a  letter  arrives  from  Mother  giving  details 
of  Katharine's  visit  to  Holloway  College  to  sit  for  the 
Scholarship. 

A  note  also  from  Cox's  notifying  me  of  an  overdraft 
on  my  account  (to  the  extent  of  £\  10s.  6d.).  This 
bothers  me,  so  I  write  again  to  Mother,  enclosing  dupli- 
cates of  Cox's  letter  and  my  reply  thereto. 

Major  Westropp  has  now  gone  to  the  21st  Division, 
as  Divisional  Machine  Gun  Officer.  This  leaves  Lt. 
Corballis  C.O.  for  the  time  being,  of  the  llth  M.G. 
Company. 

Padre  Whiteside  pays  a  visit  and  promises  to  bring 
copies  of  "The  Tablet"  with  Columns  dealing  with 
"  Heresy  and  Excommunication  " — for  my  benefit! 

Corballis  is  R.C. 

This  morning  Booth  and  I  try  our  hand  at  Gun  Drill. 
It  is  difficult  for  Booth  to  forget  R.B.  Drill  and  difficult 
for  me  to  forget  Light  Infantry  Drill. 

Power  to  exorcise  demons  is  given  by  letter  to  the 
Princess,  who  is  also  invested  with  the  title  of  Mediator 
to  the  See  and  decorated  with  D.C.G.C. 


Juillet  4.    Mercredi.    Ste.  Berthe. 

After  tea  this  evening  I  set  out  to  pay  a  visit  to 
D.  W.  Cooke.  When  I  arrive,  hot  and  tired  with  the  walk, 
at  the  Dump,  I  find  Robertson  left  in  charge,  who  in- 
forms me  that  Cooke  left  half-an-hour  ago  for  the  D.A.Q. 
and  will  not  return  until  about  10  p.m. 

General  Lambton  turns  up  and  wishes  to  see  the 
Dump,  so  Robertson,  after  keeping  him  and  Claude 
waiting  while  he  signs  a  chit,  goes  out  and  "  does  the 
polite."  I  tell  Claude  that  I  am  not  part  of  the  Dump 
Personnel  but  merely  paying  a  visit  to  Cooke,  and  then 
temporarily  obliterate  myself. 
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Robertson's  servant  persuades  me  to  dine  at  the 
Dump,  which  I  do  :  departing  in  the  twilight  hours. 

Robertson  is  a  weird  man.  Major  Searight  is  con- 
vinced that  he  is  mad.  I  should  scarcely  go  as  far  as 
that,  but  I  admit  that  his  silence  and  peculiar  manner- 
isms are  not  conducive  to  popularity. 

As  far  as  I  can  make  out,  the  Divisional  Employ- 
ment Company,  of  which  Robertson  is  a  Member,  is 
simply  the  old  Div.  Reserve  Company.  Hall,  the  Rat, 
is  apparently  C.O.  of  the  Company,  with  three  pips. 


Juillet  5.    Jeudi.    Ste.  Zoe. 

We  are  on  parade  this  morning,  but  in  the  afternoon, 
at  about  2  o'clock,  Hoskins,  Reason,  Gabell,  Booth  and  I 
go  out  to  reconnoitre  some  ground,  the  area  embracing 
the  old  British  and  German  Front  Lines  south  of  the 
Railway  that  runs  east  from  Arras  to  Lens.  This  is  pre- 
fatory to  a  Practice  Scheme  which  we  intend  to  carry  out 
in  two  days'  time. 

We  have  an  awfully  interesting  time,  wandering 
about  these  trenches,  which  were  vacated  on  April  the 
Ninth  and  never  again  held.  On  our  left  is  the  famous 
Railway  Triangle  and  just  behind,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Railway,  lies  Rifle  Camp  where  the  Somersets  are 
still  in  residence . 

When  Tea-time  approaches  we  set  our  faces  in  the 
the  direction  whence  we  came.  But  Gabell  and  I  turn 
aside  into  Rifle  Camp,  climbing  down  the  other  side  of  the 
Railway  Embankment,  and  passing  the  Range.  Among 
the  Officers'  Tents  we  see  and  hail  Paul  who  greets  us 
with  great  hilarity  and  directs  us  to  tea  in  the  Mess 
Marquee.  We  find  the  Marquee  full  and  greetings  arise 
from  all  sides,  from  the  C.O.,  Chich,  Thomas  Marshall, 
etc. 

Young  has  returned  from  Army  School,  bringing  a 
message  of  remembrance  from  Martin  of  the  Warwicks. 
Some  new  Officers,  including  Prince,  have  arrived. 
Harper  and  Cole  are  going  strong.  But  everyone  is  fed 
up  to  the  teeth  with  fatigues,  working  parties  and  such- 
like. 

Chich  thanks  me  for  my  note.    There  is  much 
chaffing  at  the  expense  of  the  Trench  Mortar  Battery. 

Gabell  and  I  return  to  Fife  for  Dinner. 
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Juillet  6.    Vendredi.     Ste.  Colombe. 

A  letter  from  Katharine  giving  a  description  of 
Hollo  way  College,  with  plans  and  sketch  of  the  Chapel. 

A  parcel  lately  arrived  from  Home  containing  Milk 
Chocolate  (plain  ;  and  Nestle 's  Nut  Milk  from  Katharine 
with  love,  two  bars),  a  Cake,  Swan  Auto-Filler  Ink  Well, 
Pencils  Brown  and  Indelible,  "  Lightning  "  Rubbers,  etc. 

Preparations  for  to-morrow's  Scheme.  Reason  is 
to  be  C.O.  of  the  Battery  and  sits  up  late  at  night  writing 
detailed  Orders  for  Booth  and  Gabell,  myself  and  the 
Sergeant  Major  ;  as  Sectional  Commanders. 

I  am  now  acquainted  with  Cruikshank,  Ridings, 
Eraser  and  other  Officers  of  the  M.G.  Company. 

Reason,  Gabell,  Corballis,  Cruikshank,  Ridings, 
Booth,  I  and  others  are  bathing  pretty  regularly  at  the 
open  air  baths  of  "  L'Ecole  de  Natation  Militaire," 
where  a  portion  of  one  of  the  two  baths  is  reserved  for 
Officers. 


Juillet  7.    Samedi.    S.  Elie. 

To-day  is  a  kind  of  Field  Day  for  the  Battery. 
Orders  and  a  Plex  Map  for  a  large  scheme  embracing 
Infantry  and  Trench  Mortar  and  M.G.  Operations  had 
been  issued  by  Brigade  and  from  those  Hoskins  details  a 
scheme  for  Reason,  who  is  to  act  as  Battery  Commander. 
Reason  in  turn  issues  orders  to  Booth,  Gabell,  the  Ser- 
geant Major  and  myself.  We  each  are  in  command  of 
two  Sections  of  two  guns.  Corporal  Ward  and  L/Cpl. 
Osment  are  in  command  of  the  Sections  under  me 

We  march  down  to  the  old  British  and  German 
Front  Lines  on  the  South  of  the  Railway,  and  pass  the 
Corps  Commander,  Sir  Charles  Fergusson,  the  Hon.  W. 
Lambton,  and  various  Brigadier  Generals  and  Staff. 

I  am  on  the  Right  Sector  of  the  Scheme.  As  I  am 
on  my  way  to  take  up  the  first  position  with  my  two 
Sections,  Lambton  passes  on  his  horse  and  stops  me, 
wishing  to  know  what  is  happening.  I  explain  the 
Scheme  and  he  passes  on . 

At  Zero  Hour,  a  barrage  of  "  blind  "  ammunition  is 
put  down  on  the  Hostile  Front  Line,  lasting  for  four 
minutes.  After  that,  we  all  advance  to  the  German  line 
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and  take  up  a  position  in  the  captured  trench.  I  am  sent 
for  by  Reason  to  take  up  a  position  on  the  left  under  the 
Railway  Embankment  to  put  a  barrage  on  the  junction 
of  two  important  trenches  in  the  Second  Objective  Line, 
where  our  Infantry  (imaginary)  are  supposed  to  be  held 
up. 

I  get  there  and  fire  the  remaining  ammunition  with 
one  of  the  Howitzers  and  then  the  Brigadier  turns  up 
with  Harston  and  asks  me  to  tell  him  things.  Harston 
is  quite  silent. 

In  the  evening,  Cruikshank  of  the  M.G.C.  takes  me 
to  the  Corps  Cinema  (The  Theatre,  Arras)  with  another 
M.G.  Officer.  I  see  Kiddle,  formerly  of  "  C  "  Company 
of  the  6th  O.C.B.  and  we  talk  about  common  friends. 


Juillet  8.    Dimanche.    Ste.  Virginie. 

After  Brekker,  Hoskins  and  Reason  set  out  in  a  Bde. 
Car  to  the  Third  Army  School.  At  5  minutes  to  11, 
Booth  and  I  leave  Fife  Camp  and  wend  our  way  down 
into  the  City,  to  St  George's  Chapel  (at  the  Soldiers' 
Club),  where  there  is  a  Celebration  at  11 .30  :  with  a 
Celebrant  and  Assistant,  two  Candles,  the  full  cere- 
monial of  the  Nicene  Creed,  Absolution  and  Blessing  as 
well  as  of  the  Consecration.  A  very  lovely  Service. 
Booth  and  I  buy  oranges,  chocolate,  etc.,  and  return  to 
Camp  for  Lunch,  calling  at  the  Officers'  Club  on  the  way. 
This,  an  extraordinarily  well-managed  affair,  with  com- 
fortable buildings  of  wood  and  glorious  grounds,  lies 
between  Arras  and  St  Nicholas. 

Here  I  see  the  Artillery  Officer  who  used  to 
"  observe  "  in  Lancer  Lane,  when  "  C  "  Company  of  the 
the  1st  Somersets  was  in  support  in  the  middle  of  June. 

At  about  4  o'clock,  I  set  forth  to  pay  D.  W.  Cooke  a 
visit  and  find  him  in  residence  on  his  Dump.  I  have  tea 
and  dinner  with  him,  sketch  him  lolling  in  a  chair,  and 
write  a  letter  to  W.  E.  Tibbs,  which  Claudius  (D.W.C.) 
promises  to  have  forwarded. 

I  leave  D.  W.  Cooke  at  10.30  p.m.  and  pursue  my 
returning  way  through  the  dark  and  sepulchrally  silent 
streets  of  the  City. 

This  morning  early  there  was  a  terific  thunderstorm 
and  wonderful  lightning. 
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Juillet  9.    Lundi.     S.  Cyrille. 

It  is  very  dreary  and  drizzly  this  morning,  so  after 
some  attempt  has  been  made  in  the  way  of  Gun  Drill  for 
the  Reinforcements  and  Squad  Drill  for  the  Battery, 
parades  are  cancelled  for  the  time  being,  and  nothing 
further  happens  until  Noon,  when  Hoskins  lectures  on  the 
new  Fuse  Head  for  3"  Stokes  Mortar. 

Pamphlets  are  also  distributed  to  each  man  in  the 
Battery  Whole,  being  Reprints  from  "  The  Times  "  of 
May  31st,  1917,  entitled  "  '  Impossible  '  Things  Done 
"  At  Roeux." 

Meanwhile,  no  parades  requiring  our  presence,  Booth 
and  I  enjoy  ourselves  sketching  and  criticising  one 
another's  work.  I  like  the  Etching  Effect  of  his  pen  and 
and  ink  sketches,  and  he  in  turn  likes  my  Watercolour 
"  The  Transept."  I  show  him  the  synthesis  of  a  Rose- 
Window  Design.  Of  his  etchings  I  admire  most  that  of 
the  interior  of  his  Church  at  Home  with  its  Rood  and 
Statues,  and  one  of  "  The  Weald  of  Surrey." 

Booth,  by  the  way,  is  now  entirely  transferred  to  the 
llth  T.M.  Battery,  and  struck  off  the  strength  of  his 
Battalion . 

A  charming  letter  from  Perry,  who  is  now  teaching 
at  Peters  field  in  Hants. 

Padre  Jeffries,  M.C.,  dines  with  us  to-night  and  has 
a  hand  of  cards.  Corballis  looks  in. 

Booth's  servant,  Green,  goes  on  leave,  so  Booth  for 
the  time  being  shares  Titcombe  with  me.  Titcombe  is 
willin'. 


Juillet  10.    Mardi.    Ste.  Felicite. 

To-day  Gabell  leaves  the  Battery :  he  goes  to  the 
17th  Corps  School  as  Instructor  in  the  Stokes  Mortar. 

The  Battery  also  leaves  Fife  Camp  to-day,  setting 
out  at  about  11  a.m.  We  shamble  gaily  off  the  Parade 
Ground,  giving  the  Machine  Gun  Company  Guard  a 
tardy  "  Eyes  Right  "  and  we  pass  through  the  Faubourg 
St.  Saveur  on  to  the  Arras -Monchy  Road.  After  some 
while  we  turn  aside  to  the  left  and  arrive  at  Observation 
Hill  Camp  situated  above  Feuchy. 

The  Camp  Commandant  performs  our  initiation  to 
the  Ground  Bivvys  in  the  old  Blue  Line  System.  The 


men  scatter  themselves  around  in  and  among  the  Dug- 
outs and  Shelters,  of  which  there  are  more  than  enough 
for  us  :  and  the  Officers  resort  to  their  Habitations,  com- 
modious, roofed  and  sand-bagged.  Wire  beds,  a  table 
and  other  furniture  are  produced  and  the  place  made 
habitable.  At  about  3  p.m.,  the  Limbers  bearing  Mess 
Furniture  and  Rations  having  turned  up,  we  have  Lunch. 
The  Camp  Commandant  is  a  youthful,  supercilious  and 
cheeky  2/Lt.  in  the  Duke  of  Wellington's.  The  Battery 
are  to  act  as  Camp  Caretakers  for  a  day  or  two  before 
proceeding  up  the  Line.  Then  the  East  Lanes,  will 
occupy  in  our  stead. 

Feuchy  is  daily  shelled.  There  is  a  battery  of  9.2 
Howitzers  there. 

Booth  and  I  hang  out  together. 

JuiUet  11.    Mereredi.    S.  Norbert. 

We  parade  at  10  o'clock  and  march  down  into  the 
valley  to  do  a  Scheme  in  much  the  same  place  as  where 
the  last  Scheme  took  place.  I  am  in  charge  of  reserve 
Guns  with  Corporal  Haddow  and  L/Cpl.  Osment,  and  put 
up  a  barrage  till  Z  +  3  minutes . 

Booth  and  I  after  tea  mount  the  two  new  bikes  and 
cycle  into  Arras,  entering  near  the  Station  and  passing 
through  the  Place  de  la  Gare.  As  we  ride  by  the  Hotel 
de  Commerce  I  see  Chich  and  Greatham,  who  hail  and 
stop  me .  Chich  desires  of  me  that  I  will  on  my  way  back 
go  to  the  Transport  and  tell  Ridge  that  Greatham  and  he 
want  their  Horses  outside  their  tents  to-morrow  at  5  a.m. 
to  take  them  to  their  train  for  Albert,  where  they  are 
proceeding  to  attend  a  lecture  on  "  Catering."  (Booth 
is  going  to  the  same  Lecture  from  the  T.M.  Battery).  I 
promise  to  do  so . 

After  Booth  and  I  have  dined  at  the  Officers'  Club 
(where  I  meet  Leslie  Axtell,  Harper  and  the  Doctor  of 
the  Somersets  and  Dixon  of  the  Warwicks,  who  knows 
Booth),  I  mount  my  cycle  and  ride  over  to  Roclincourt 
to  our  Transport.  Here  I  find  the  C.O.  of  the  Somersets, 
Major  Waddy,  Papa  Blane  and  Ridge  at  Dinner.  I 
greet  the  C.O.,  deliver  my  message  to  Ridge  and  return 
to  the  Officers'  Club. 

I  see  Finlason,  who  turns  back  and  crosses  the  street 
to  tell  me  news.  Sister  Wilson  sent  him  a  box  of 
chocolates.  Booth  and  I  cycle  back  to  Camp. 
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Hoskins,  Reason  and  I  in  the  afternoon  paid  a  visit 
to  Headquarters  to  arrange  for  relieving  the  12th  T.M. 
Battery,  and  on  our  return  find  Lt.  Button  arrived  from 
On  Leave. 

Juillet  12.    Jeudi.     Ste.  Aglae. 

Booth  rises  at  four  o'clock  this  morning  to  proceed 
to  Albert  on  the  Somme  for  the  Lecture  on  Catering. 

I  rise  very  late  :  there  are  no  parades  to-day,  but 
some  of  the  Battery  are  required  for  fatigue  by  the  Camp 
Commandant.  I  wander  about  collecting  wild  pansies 
in  the  morning,  which  I  press. 

At  Lunch  time  the  Post  brings  a  parcel  from  Home 
and  a  letter  from  Mother.  The  former  contains  enve- 
lopes, Creme  de  Menthe,  etc.,  and  the  latter  informs  that 
Katharine  had  bad  luck  with  the  Holloway.  Also  it 
encloses  Prospectii  of  Winchester  College,  which  Mr. 
Me  re  wether  obtained  for  Mother. 

I  reply  to  Mother's  letter  at  some  length,  re-enclosing 
the  Winchester  Writings,  and  enclosing  one  of  the 
Reprints  :  "  '  Impossible  '  Things  done  at  Roeux."  I 
also  reply  to  Perry's  last  letter,  hailing  him  :  "  O  Thou 
of  Avuncular  Prestige  "  and  sending  a  pen -and -ink  sketch 
of  "  Broomfield  putting  the  Sentry  off  with  a  pleasantry 
about  the  Moon."  (Vide  Perry's  letter  above  mentioned). 
And  a  third  letter  written  in  reply  to  Dorothy  Dole 
Turner,  with  a  photograph  of  myself. 

Booth  returns  at  about  9.30  p.m.  with  a  large  account 
of  the  Catering  Lecture,  the  Albert  Officers'  Club  and 
Baths,  and  a  much  larger  account  of  an  Investiture  held 
at  Albert  by  the  King  of  England,  at  which  General 
Petain  was  decorated,  British  Generals  knighted,  and 
umpteen  others  invested. 

Juillet  13.    Vendredi.    S.  Eugene. 

I  write  a  letter  to  Katharine.  Preparatory  to  our 
moving  up  the  Line  (Reason  went  up  last  night  with  3 
Gun  Teams),  our  Valises  are  packed  and  taken  down  to 
Transport  Line. 

The  Battery,  with  the  C.O.,  Button  and  Booth, 
moves  off  after  Dinner — 8.30  p.m.,  while  I,  having  ob- 
tained permission  and  donned  my  equipment,  set  out 
for  Rifle  Camp. 
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Here  I  find  first  Cole,  to  whom  I  communicate  my 
wish  to  see  Leslie  Axtell — to  regain  possession  of  my 
Haversack.  I  also  see  Harper.  Finally,  after  waiting 
for  Axtell  a  long  time,  I  decide  to  look  for  the  thing 
myself,  and  Cole  and  I  hunt  for  and  find  it  in  the  tent. 
Then  he  himself  comes  along  and  I  deliver  to  him  a  few 
odds  and  ends  and  some  money  which  he  had  left  in  the 
Haversack. 

Which  done,  I  say  farewell  to  Cole  :  and  set  off  up 
the  Line  by  road,  passing  under  the  Railway  Triangle 
and  through  Feuchy.  I  go  hot-foot  through  Feuchy, 
fearing  shells. 

When  I  arrive  at  T.M.  Battery  Headquarters,  I  find 
Hoskins  and  Earlwin  (O.C.12th  T.M.B.)  engaged  in 
"handing  over."  Earlwin  is  a  charming  fellow. 

Booth  went  right  up  the  Line  with  more  Gun  Teams. 

Juillet  14.    Samedi.    FETE  NATIONALE. 

We  occupy  a  sandbagged  corrugated  iron  and  wood 
hut  along  the  road  from  Feuchy  to  Fampoux  Lock.  It 
is  about  400  yards  from  the  Lock  and  on  the  right  of  the 
road  toward  the  Lock ;  leaning,  in  front,  against  the 
bank  on  the  top  of  which  is  the  railway  line. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  road  is  undergrowth  ;  and 
the  ground  slopes  gently  down  to  the  marshy  lakes 
here,  which  are  so  common  right  along  the  Scarpe  valley. 

We  have  heavy  Batteries  in  the  woods  behind  the 
lakes  and  in  Fampoux. 

There  also  is  a  Battery  of  Eighteen  Pounders  just  on 
the  other  side  of  the  Railway.  Along  the  Railway  a 
little  way,  starting  from  immediately  above  our  estab- 
lishment, is  a  small  ruined  brick  hut  stacked  with  German 
Stick  Bombs  and  Granaten-Werfers. 

Button,  who  went  up  the  Line  with  Booth,  came  back 
this  morning  at  about  5  a.m.  Hoskins  and  Button  go 
up  the  Line  at  about  9.30  p.m.  and  remain  there  until 
early  morning,  leaving  me  in  charge  of  Headquarters. 


Juillet  15.    Dimanche.    S.  Henri. 

This  morning,  which  is  very  fine  and  lovely,  I  go 
down  by  the  lake  and  sketch  the  water  and  Fampoux 
Trees . 
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Button  and  I  get  some  of  the  German  Stick  Bombs, 
which  we  take  down  beside  the  water  and  detonate  :  one 
we  threw  in,  after  pulling  the  string  and  lighting  the  fuse. 
It  sinks .  After  a  few  seconds,  there  is  a  muffled  explosion 
with  a  shower  of  spray  and  then  an  upheaval  of  the  water, 
while  mud  and  little  fishes,  paralysed,  are  churned  up. 

The  Bivvy  which  we  are  at  present  occupying  is  in 
the  10th  Brigade  Area  and  really  belongs  to  them  ;  and 
as  they  want  it,  we  shall  have  to  go.  Arrangements  are 
being  made  for  putting  us  up  at  Brigade  Headquarters, 
in  the  Dugouts  and  Accommodation  formerly  occupied 
by  Westropp  and  the  M.G.  Company. 

Button  and  Hoskins  go  up  the  Line  again  to-night, 
leaving  me  to  look  out  for  things  at  Headquarters. 


Juillet  16.    Lundi.     S.  Simon. 

To-day  we  commence  and  complete  our  move  from 
the  Road  Headquarters  to  the  New  Headquarters  next 
door  to  Brigade. 

After  Button  and  Hoskins  had  gone  on,  I  prepare  to 
follow  :  but  the  Bosche  begins  to  shell  along  the  road  (the 
traffic  of  which  he  must  have  spotted  from  an  Observation 
Balloon)  and  all  movement  is  stopped.  One  shell  act- 
tually  does  land  on  the  side  of  the  road  wounding  the 
horses  that  were  drawing  the  M.G.C.  Transport  (which 
we  were  using  in  changing  houses) — which  promptly 
stampede.  They  are  rescued  before  too  much  damage 
has  been  done. 

I  take  one  of  the  Granaten-Werfers  lying  on  the 
Railway  and  remove  the  Astrolite  from  it.  I  explode 
the  cap-head  and  try  to  remove  the  cartridge,  but  with 
no  success. 

A  quiet  evening  and  a  glorious  sunset. 

I  am  to  go  to  the  17th  Corps  School  at  Haute- 
Avesnes  to-morrow.  The  Dugouts  which  we  use  are 
pretty  deep,  but  the  atmosphere  is  poisonous  :  so  I  much 
prefer  to  sit  up  in  the  Mess,  where  Hoskins  sleeps  (in  the 
open  trench)  and  wait  till  he  gets  up  at  2.30  p.m.  to  go  up 
the  Line  with  Button,  before  I  turn  in.  Just  as  I  am 
about  to  get  into  his  vacated  valise,  the  Germans  begin 
to  shell  the  trench,  so  I  go  halfway  down  one  of  the  Dug- 
outs, returning  to  the  Valise  after  the  bout  is  over. 
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Juillet  17.    Mardi.    S.  Alexis. 

To-day  I  go  down  the  Line  for  a  Course  lasting  a 
fortnight  at  the  17th  Corps  School  at  Haute-Avesnes. 
The  Course  I  am  to  attend  is  on  the  Stokes  Trench 
Mortar.  At  10.30  a.m.  I  set  off  (and  arrive  in  St. 
Nicholas  at  a  quarter  past  eleven)  on  one  of  the  bicycles. 
I  visit  the  Field  Cashier  at  Div.  Headquarters,  with  a 
Requisition  for  500  francs  and  two  £\  notes  of  Hoskins' 
to  be  changed.  Later  I  give  all  this  money  under  seal  to 
the  Qr.  Mtr.  Sergeant  to  be  sent  up  to  the  Battery  Head- 
quarters with  the  Rations. 

I  find  the  Transport  of  the  llth  M.G.C.,  then  I  lunch 
with  Aylett,  Acting  Transport  Officer  ;  and  having 
changed  into  my  Officer  Uniform,  and  made  arrange- 
ments in  case  I  should  not  return  that  night  to  sleep  at 
the  Transport,  I  set  forth  to  go  to  the  Officers'  Club, 
where  I  get  a  bath  and  see  Giles,  who  tells  me  that  Sister 
Dixon  has  written  to  him.  I  also  run  across  Hanson,  of 
"  C  "  Company  of  the  6th  O.C.B.  during  August- 
November  of  last  year. 

Thence  I  go  on  to  the  Main  Div.  Dump  and  find 
Cooke,  to  whom  I  proclaim  that  I  intend  teaing,  dining 
and  sleeping  the  night  there.  He  gets  me  a  bed  and 
reads  extracts  (uncomplimentary)  from  a  letter  con- 
cerning the  sketch  I  drew  of  him  which  he  sent  home  to 
his  fiancee.  Robertson  gets  more  cheerful. 


Juillet  18.    Mereredi.    S.  Camille. 

I  rise  late,  breakfast,  and  remain  with  Cooke  until 
half  past  ten.  Then  I  say  Farewell  and  set  out  for  Roc- 
lincourt  Valley.  Just  before  I  leave  the  road  to  cross 
the  Transport  Ground,  I  meet  Cruikshank,  Aylett  and 
another  M.G.  Officer,  a  new  arrival.  Aylett  tells  me  that 
my  conveyance  with  Kit  to  17th  Corps  School  has  been 
arranged  by  Brigade. 

Having  arrived  at  the  M.G.  Transport,  I  obtain  a 
shave  and  a  slight  lunch  of  bread,  cheese,  biscuits  and 
lemonade  ;  and,  at  12.30,  set  out  for  the  Octroi  with 
Titcombe  and  the  Half-Limber  carrying  my  Valise,  etc. 
At  the  Rond  Point  two  Lorries  are  waiting  full  of 
Officers,  N.C.O.'s  and  Equipment,  into  which  I  am 
packed. 

126 


We  arrive  at  Haute-Avesnes  in  a  little  more  than  an 
hour  and  report.  George  Banfield  receives  us  and  greets 
me  ;  and  later  I  see  Gabell,  who  takes  me  into  the  village 
and  shows  me  his  Billet.  The  School  is  housed  in  what 
evidently  used  to  be  a  Military  Hospital,  a  C.C.S.  The 
Officer  Students  dwell  in  one  hut,  in  cubicles  containing 
two  Officers.  I  hang  out  with  Ethe ridge  of  the  I.R.B., 
who  is  here  on  a  Bombing  Course  ;  like  me,  he  came 
yesterday. 

I  speak  with  Gould,  who  is  also  Instructor  here, 
and  P.M.C.  I  see  moreover  Dakin  and  MacMullen  (now 
Capt.)  formerly  of  4th  Div.  School.  After  Mess  I  write 
a  long  Epistle  to  Dudley  Tetelesmenos. 


Juillet  19.    Jeudl.    S.  Vine,  de  Paul. 


There  are  several  Schools  or  Syndicates  here,  each  of 
which  has  a  Captain  Instructor  at  its  head.  The  Bomb- 
ing and  Trench  Mortar  School  is  run  by  Captain  Taylor, 
of  the  Gordon  Highlanders. 

After  a  "  Kit  Inspection,"  there  is  an  Introductory 
Lecture  by  the  School  Commandant,  Lt.-Col.  Christian. 
What  was  the  lecture  about  ?  Oh !  what  a  question  to 
ask!  "  Discipline  "  of  course.  Isn't  it  always  the  case  ? 

After  this  lecture,  we  get  lectures  on  the  Stokes 
Mortar,  its  History,  Development,  Characteristics  and 
Use,  as  well  as  of  other  Mortars,  and  Gun  Drill.  This  is 
spread  over  the  morning  until  Noon,  and  the  afternoon 
from  2  to  4. 

I  write  a  short  letter  to  Mother  enclosing  pen  and  ink 
sketch  made  last  Sunday  of  the  Fampoux  trees.  I  also 
write  to  Miss  Wiles,  sending  one  of  my  photographs,  and 
to  Burgie  Northcroft. 

There  are  eight  Officers  on  the  Trench  Mortar  half 
of  our  Syndicate.  Among  the  Bombing  Officers  Williams 
is  numbered,  who  came  up  to  Front  Line  on  27th  of  June 
to  arrange  for  relief  of  "  C  "  Company.  He  is  in  the  1st 
King's  Own  Regt.,  12th  Brigade. 

Last  night  the  9th  Divisional  Band  played  outside 
the  Mess  and  "  the  King  "  was  drunk.  To-night  a  piper 
comes  right  into  the  Mess  Hall  and  marches  up  and  down 
during  dinner  playing  his  pipes !  What  a  row ! ! 
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Juillet  20.    Vendredl.    Ste.  Marguerite. 

I  write  to  Mrs.  Brabant  and  ask  for  news  of   Frank. 

The  Officers  on  the  Trench  Mortar  Course  are  :  Lt. 
Blewett,  of  the  Middlesex  Regt.  and  26th  T.N.  Battery  ; 
2/Lts.  P.  Dorrington,  10th  Sherwood  Foresters  ;  Smith, 
of  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  ;  Rose,  of  the  10th  Argyle 
and  Sutherland  Highlanders  ;  Henderson,  of  the  Royal 
Scots  ;  Sharland,  of  the  Buffs  ;  Freestone,  of  the  York 
Regt.  ;  and  myself. 


Juillet  21.    Samedi.     S.  Victor. 

Most  of  the  Students  of  all  Syndicates  put  in  for 
week-end  Leave  at  St.  Pol— from  after  4  p.m.  to-day  till 
10  p.m.  to-morrow.  The  week-end,  therefore,  in  the 
School  is  very  quiet. 

We  cease  work  at  4  p.m.  In  the  evening  Captain 
Taylor,  Gabell  and  I  talk  together.  Taylor  is  in  the 
Gordon  Highlanders,  a  Presbyterian  studying  theology 
in  time  of  peace.  Gabell  invites  me  to  sup  at  T.M.  and 
Bombing  Headquarters  to-morrow  evening. 


Juillet  22.    Dimanche.    Ste.  Madeleine. 

Nothing  much  occurs  to-day.  I  believe  I  write  a  few 
letters. 

In  the  evening  I  sup  with  the  T.M.  and  Bombing 
Instructor  Officers  at  their  Headquarter  Mess.  Captains 
Taylor  and  Davis,  Lts.  Gould,  Ban  field,  Gabell  (whose 
guest  I  am)  are  all  present. 

After  Supper,  Col.  Christian  comes  into  the  Ante- 
room for  a  little  while. 


Juillet  23.    Lundi.    S.  Apollinaire. 

To-day  Dorrington,  of  the  Sherwood  Foresters,  is 
sick  with  an  injured  knee.  He  and  I  chat  much  together 
on  English  Literature,  bo  thin  off  hours,  during  Parades, 
and  during  the  Ranging  Practice  which  is  carried  out 
with  blind  Ammunition  in  the  Afternoon.  During  a 
portion  of  this  practice  I  am  Observation  Officer. 
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There  is  a  Lecture  at  6  p.m.  on  "Artillery"  by 
Major  Walker,  a  simply  charming  fellow  and  very  fine 
man,  who,  Gabell  and  I  decide,  would  make  an  excellent 
Commander  to  Subaltern  Officers  and  Men.  He  confines 
his  attention  to  Eighteen  Pounders  and  4.2  Howitzers. 
We  are  greatly  edified.  Lt.-Col.  Christian  attends. 

After  tea  and  Dinner,  Dorrington  and  I  are  again 
"  at  it  "  with  English  Lit.  He  has  the  Review  of  Re- 
views, which  I  read.  We  discuss  the  decline  of  the 
Strand  Magazine  (it  has  bucked  up  again  this  year)  com- 
paring with  the  copies  of  the  Nineties  ;  and  recall  such 
things  as  The  Brazilian  Cat,  Round  the  Fire,  The  Brother- 
hood of  the  Seven  Kings,  etc. 

After  Dinner,  we  walk  about  together,  while  he 
quotes  aloud  fantastic  bits  of  Shakespeare.  When 
Blewett,  of  the  36th  T.M.B.  appears  in  the  doorway  of 
the  Dormitory  Hut,  he  exclaims  :  "The  Devil  damn 
thee  black,  thou  cream-faced  loon,"  whereon  Lt.  Watts 
of  the  Royal  West  Kents,  who  is  passing,  turns  back  and 
says  :  "  Do  you  want  a  few  words  with  me,  Mr. 
Dorrington  ?  "  in  a  quaint  sort  of  way.  Watts  is  an 
awfully  nice  fellow,  and  very  striking  in  appearance. 


Juillet  24.    Mardi.    Ste.  Christine. 

The  evening  lecture  to-day  is  given  by  a  Staff  Major 
and  deals  with  the  April  and  May  attacks  from  the  Corps 
and  Army  point  of  view. 

We  did  Ranging  Practice  again  this  afternoon.  I 
pick  some  wild  thyme  and  send  it  to  Ruth,  with  a  letter 
in  which  I  "stop  "  my  letters  to  the  Corps  School  after 
the  27th  of  this  month. 


Juillet  25.    Mercredi.    S.  Chris  to  phe. 

This  morning  our  work  includes  Tactical  Advances, 
as  a  Battery  (i/c  all  the  Detachments,  Officers  and 
N.C.O.'s  working  together)  for  first  time. 

We  cease  in  the  afternoon  at  three,  after  a  Lecture  on 
"  Flares  "  by  Captain  Taylor. 

On  my  way  down  to  a  bath  I  pass  first  Captain 
Macmullen,  who  greets  me  by  name  ;  and  then  Lt. 
Martin  of  1st  Warwicks,  who  is  now  an  Instructor  here  in 
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the  Infantry  School.     Martin  invites  me  to  dine  at  the 
Mess  to-morrow  night  and  I  accept. 

At  10  p.m.  we  parade  for  Night  Ops.,  which  consist 
of  witnessing  a  display  of  Rockets,  Parachutes  and  Ve'ry 
Lights.  S.O.S.  Signals  and  Flares  ;  which  takes  place  to 
our  own  deep  interest  as  well  as  to  the  intense  delight  of 
the  village  children,  who  catch  the  fallen  lights  and  tear 
the  paper  parachutes  from  the  still  flaming  masses, 


Juillet  26.    Jeudi.    Ste.  Anne. 


At  twenty  minutes  past  seven,  having  dressed  my- 
self with  more  than  usual  care  (for  Dinner),  I  set  out  to 
find  Headquarters  Mess.  In  this  I  meet  with  much  diffi- 
culty, and  fear  that  I  shall  be  too  late  to  present  myself 
for  dinner,  when  I  meet  Gabell  returning  from  a  Hockey 
Match,  who  sets  my  feet  in  the  right  way. 

I  am  greeted  in  the  doorway  of  the  Anteroom  by 
Martin,  who  receives  me  with  marked  courtesy  and  kind- 
ness and  gets  me  a  drink.  Shortly  after,  Col.  Christian, 
Captain  Macmullen  and  (last  of  all)  Captain  Dakin  come 
in,  and  we  all  move  in  to  Dinner.  During  and  after  the 
meal,  Martin  and  I  chat  together  on  matters  and  people 
that  hold  a  common  interest  for  us. 

This  morning  the  Trench  Mortar  Students  fire  Live 
Ammunition.  I  am  given  charge  of  a  Section  of  two 
Guns,  assisted  by  Banfield  ;  Blewett  gets  a  Section  of 
three  Guns,  assisted  by  Gabell.  And  Gould  is  the  Bat- 
tery Commander. 

Col.  Christian,  Captain  Taylor  and  others  watch 
from  afar  off. 


Juillet  27.    Vendredi.     Ste.  Nathalie. 


To-day  I  get  a  latter  from  Mother,  dated  the  22nd 
enclosing  reply  from  Winchester,  a  branch  of  Ling,  and 
some  newspapers  clips. 

I  reply  to  this,  the  first  letter  I  have  received  at  the 
School. 


Juillet  28.    Samedi.    S.  Samson. 

To-day  the  programme  gives  us  "  Laying  out  Lines 
of  Fire  "  in  the  afternoon  from  2  to  3  p.m.  and  "  Night 
Firing  "  at  10  p.m.  Fortunately  the  latter  is  washed 
out,  enabling  those  who  wish  to  do  so  to  spend  a  week 
end  at  elsewhere  than  the  School  Grounds  or  Haute- 
Avesnes.  But  we  get  Gun  Drill  from  2  to  3,  and  "Laying 
out  Lines  of  Fire  "  under  Gould  from  3  to  4  p.m.  All 
very  stupid. 

I  put  in  for  a  "  Week-End  "  Pass  and  get  it, 


Juillet  29.    Dimanche.    Ste  Marthe. 

This  morning  just  as  I  am  going  in  to  Breakfast,  I 
perceive  a  huge  slate -black  cloud  rising  out  of  the  west. 
It  presently  engulfs  the  sun  and  there  is  a  terrific  thunder- 
storm, the  rain  preceded  by  hail,  with  stones  as  large  as 
marbles . 

There  is  a  Church  Parade  at  11.30,  and  I  wander 
into  the  Hut  in  a  desultory  way,  to  find  several  Officers 
already  there  including  Banfield  and  Gabell,  and  others 
arriving,  including  Col.  Christian  and  Martin.  The 
Padre  is  elderly,  Irish  and  from  Corps,  a  remarkably 
human,  sympathetic  and  kindly  man  from  Trinity 
College,  Miller  by  name.  His  speaking  is  marvellous,  as 
well  as  the  way  in  which  he  officiates,  and  afterwards 
celebrates  the  Holy  Eucharist.  He  spoke  of  an  old 
Irish  peasant  Father  who  bade  good-bye  at  a  small 
railway  station  near  Cork  to  his  son  emigrating  to 
America,  with  the  words  :  "  Well,  good-bye  Mick,  an' 
"good  luck  to  ye,  an' God  bless  ye — an'  take  care  o' 
"your  character!  " 

During  the  Celebration  the  storm  still  rages  and  in 
the  most  solemn  part  ot  the  Office  the  words  can  scarcely 
be  distinguished.  A  man  named  Burke,  and  I,  wait 
behind  to  say  "  Good-bye  "  to  the  Padre  when  he  goes 
off  in  his  motor. 

I  get  a  huge  Mail  to-day  :  including  a  notable 
Epistle  from  Midas,  written  on  June  9th,  returned, 
redirected  by  Mother,  and  following  me  about  ;  two 
letters  from  Mother,  32  and  33  ;  a  pencilled  letter  from 
Geoff,  who  is  now  in  France,  instead  of  going,  as  he 
expected,  to  Egypt;  and  a  letter  from  Ruth;  also  a  long 
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Epistle  from  the  Princess,  written  over  several  days, 
from  the  8th  to  the  15th  of  this  month.  Moreover  I  get 
a  parcel  from  Home. 

The  Queen  was  at  tea  (and  the  Princess)  on  the  17th, 
Tuesday  :  as  Mother  writes  in  her  letter  dated  the  18th, 
and  the  Princess  anticipates  in  a  portion  of  her  Epistle, 
July  12th. 

I  write  an  Epistle  to  the  King  in  answer  to  his 
enclosing  the  fragment  of  verse  "  The  Severed  Bond  " 
and  a  sketch  "The  Rite  of  Exorcism."  I  also  write  a 
note  to  Geoff, 


Juillet  30.    Lundi.    Ste.  Juliette. 

To-day  a  letter  from  Mother. 

Morning  is  occupied  with  Digging  Emplacements 
chiefly.  I  am  Orderly  Officer,  and  when  we  march  on  to 
C.O.'s  Parade,  I  give  the  elaborate  command,  when  we 
come  up  to  our  Marker  :  "  Officers  of  the  Trench  Mortar 
"Syndicate,  at  the  Halt,  on  the  Left,  Form — Sub — 
"Section!!!" 

In  the  afternoon  there  is  an  Oral  Examination. 
One  by  one  each  of  the  Officers  is  closeted  for  a  bad 
quarter  of  an  hour  with  Captain  Taylor  in  the  T.M.  and 
Bombing  School  Orderly  Room.  I,  as  Orderly  Officer, 
introduce  all  the  others  and  myself  appear  last  before  the 
Judgment  Seat,  where  I  make  an  awful  fool  of  myself. 

There  is  no  Night  Firing,  as  re-arranged. 

A  topping  letter  from  Mrs.  Brabant.  Frank  is  now 
doing  "  Intelligence  "  and  Levy  is  in  Persia  ! 


Juillet  31.    Mardi.    S.  Germain -1'Aux. 

More  emplacement  digging. 

In  the  evening  there  is  a  Wind-up  Concert  in  the 
Large  Lecture  Hall.  Huge  attendance  of  Officers, 
N. C.O.'s  and  Men.  Coutts  Trotter,  of  the  Household 
Battalion,  plays  piano  :  Burke,  the  Irishman,  tells  tales 
of  his  and  other  countrymen  :  and  other  entertainers 
entertain. 

Afterwards  the  Officers  adjourn  to  the  Anteroom 
and  have  a  second  Concert. 
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This  morning  there  were  Competitions  between 
the  Officers'  T.M.,  and  the  N.C.O.'s  T.M.  Sections,  or 
rather  Sub-sections.  First  a  Relay  Race  with  the 
different  parts  of  the  Guns,  and  then  Drill.  In  the  Relay 
Race  I  carried  the  Gun  for  the  Officers'  Sub-section,  and 
was  quite  done  at  the  finish  (wobbly  knees,  etc.)  so  that 
I  had  to  fall  out  and  lie  down.  A  lecture  completed  the 
forenoon  parades. 

Andrewes,  of  the  East  Lanes.,  and  I  fervently  agree 
that  the  4th  Divisional  School  at  Oisemont  was  the  "best 
ever  we  had,"  in  or  out  of  England. 


Aotit  1.    Mercredi.    S.  Pier,  es  Liens. 

This  morning  at  noon  the  Lorries  draw  up  for  our 
departure.  Farewell  to  Gabell,  Capt.  Taylor,  etc. 
Sharland,  Blewett  and  I  get  into  the  same  Lorry,  which 
discharges  us  at  the  Octroi  between  Arras  and  St. 
Nicholas . 

I  leave  my  servant  and  Kit  at  the  Octroi  and  go  on 
to  Fife  Camp,  accompanied  as  far  as  the  turning  to  Roc- 
lincourt  Valley  by  Williams,  of  the  King's  Own,  who 
says  good-bye  there. 

I  find  the  llth  T.M.B.  in  residence  at  Fife,  but  the 
1 1th  M.G.C.  is  no  longer  with  us  :  they  are  at  Middlesex 
Camp  and  another  Company  is  in  their  place  ;  an  M.G. 
Company,  of  course. 

There  is  one  addition  to  the  Officer  Personnel  of  the 
T.M.  Battery,  however,  in  2/Lt.  Watterson,  of  the  East 
Lanes.  Regt. 

Aoftt  2.    Jeudi.    S.  Alph.  de  Liguori. 

Awful  weather  washes  out  the  7  a.m.  P.T.  Parade. 
After  Breakfast  we  stand-by  ;  and  in  fact  do  nothing  all 
day. 

At  5  p.m.,  much  against  my  will,  I  attend  a  meeting 
at  Bde.  Headquarters  to  arrange  Aquatic  Sports. 
Durham,  Ass.  Staff  Captain,  seems  to  be  chief  priest, 
though  Major  Waddy  takes  the  Chair.  Capt.  Leitham, 
of  the  Rifle  Brigade,  other  Captains  from  the  East  Lanes, 
and  Hants.  Regt.,  and  Lydags,  of  the  llth  M.G.  Com- 
pany, make  up  the  rest  of  the  assembly. 

We  draw  up  a  proposed  programme  for  the  Sports. 
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Aotit  3.    Vendredi.    S.  Geoffrey. 

To-day  the  weather  is  just  as  bad  as  it  was  yesterday, 
but  there  is  a  Parade  at  nine,  unlike  yesterday  :  I  am 
late  and  go  without  breakfast.  Hoskins  later  receives 
my  apologies . 

Booth  and  I  after  tea  go  in  to  the  Officers'  Club, 
where  he  sees  the  Adjutant  of  the  1st  R.B.,  and  I  see 
Matthews  of  the  1st  Som.,  Mogg,  who  has  joined  that 
Battalion,  and  used  to  be  at  School  with  me,  and  finally 
Blewett. 

Button  goes  on  a  Gas  Course. 


Aofit  4.     Samedi.     S.  Dominique. 

I  am  Orderly  Officer  to-day.  Booth  and  I  book 
three  seats  at  Arras  Theatre  for  the  "  Spades  "  on 
Monday. 


Aofit  5.    Dimanche.    S.  Abel. 

I  go  to  St.  George's  Chapel  in  Rue  Louez  Dieu,  Arras 
for  the  Celebration  of  the  Eucharist,  and  afterwards 
proceed  to  the  Divisional  Dump  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Station. 

Cooke  is  out  when  I  arrive  ;  but  after  having  waited 
only  a  few  moments  I  hear  his  voice  and  that  of  Major 
Searight.  After  salutations,  Major  Searight  rings  up 
the  R.T.O.  of  Arras  Station  on  the  'phone  and  invites  me 
to  lunch  with  him  and  Cooke  at  the  Officers'  Club.  On 
my  accepting,  we  all  get  into  his  car  and  drive  to  the 
Station  where  we  pick  up  the  R.T.O.  Captain,  a  very 
handsome  and  charming  man.  Thence  we  are  driven  to 
the  Club. 

Searight  and  the  R.T.O.  talk  a  great  deal  about 
South  America  and  South  Africa.  I  see  Harper  and 
Cole  in  the  Vestibule  of  the  Club  House. 

At  about  3  p.m.  we  separate,  Cooke  and  I  returning 
to  the  Dump  accompanied  by  the  R.T.O.  as  far  as  the 
Station. 

I  leave  Cooke  just  after  tea. 
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Aoflt  6.    Lundi.    S.  Sixte. 

To-day  Booth  is  Orderly  Officer.  But  I  intercede 
with  Hoskins  to  allow  him  "off"  for  the  evening  to 
attend  the  performance  of  the  "  Spades,"  for  which  we 
booked  on  Saturday. 

This  is  instantly  granted.  Reason  therefore  mounts 
the  Guard. 

Booth  and  I  go  to  our  Box  (an  exceedingly  good 
one,  next  to  the  Committee  Box)  in  good  time. 

The  "  Spades  "  do  an  extraordinarily  good  show. 
They  use  the  Theatre  Scenery  and  accessories  and  their 
dresses  are  splendid.  There  are  two  "  girls,"  one  partic- 
ularly marvellous  one,  a  "  hero,"  a  "  funny  man  "  and 
several  others. 

The  show  consists  of  short  scenes  and  effects  centre- 
ing round  a  song  or  a  dance,  etc. 

And  all  this  within  a  few  miles  of  the  Line  ! 

Booth  and  I  get  back  to  Dinner  at  nine  and  are  loud 
in  our  praise  of  the  "  Spades." 

Captain  Roster  sat  in  the  Box  on  my  right  and 
further  along  were  Chich,  Rash,  Harper  and  many  other 
Somerset  Officers. 


Aoflt  7.     Mardi.     S.  Albert. 

This  evening  a  bulky  envelope  arrives  from  Brigade, 
the  matter  within  turning  out  to  be  dealing  with  Booth's 
transferring  to  the  R.F.C.,  and  removal  from  the  Trench 
Mortar  Battery. 

We  all  shout  our  Congrats,  to  Booth  in  the  first  heat 
of  the  moment  (Booth  is  nearly  overcome),  but  after- 
wards we  realise  that  it  will  mean  a  great  gap  in  the 
Battery,  for  Booth  has  been  a  real  good  fellow. 

And  while  we  sit  thus,  almost  silent,  the  First  Post 
sounds  sweetly  in  the  distance,  with  a  regret  in  its  notes 
which  seem  to  have  the  quality  of  the  sadness  of  Farewell. 

Booth  and  I,  followed  by  Hoskins,  went  to  the  Hip. 
Cinema  this  evening. 


A  out  8.    Mercredi.    S.  Severe. 

This  evening  Padre   Jeffries  is  our  guest   at  tea. 
After  the  meal  we  prepare  ourselves  for  the  "  Spades," 
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for  which  the  Right  Stage  Box  had  been  previously 
booked. 

I  am  Orderly  Officer.  But  Button,  arriving  from 
the  Gas  Course,  enables  me  to  accompany  the  others  to 
the  theatre  by  temporarily  taking  my  place. 

We  all  enjoy  the  show.  This  time,  though  I  cannot 
see  so  well  as  before,  I  can  hear  the  songs  much  better. 
The  one,  "  Zummerzet  Vair  "  particularly  appeals. 

The  "  girl  "  on  this  occasion  is  presented  with  a 
bouquet  after  her  great  song,  from  the  opposite  Stage 
Box  which  esconces  several  East  Lanes.  Officers. 

Padre  Jeffries  dines  with  us  after  the  show. 


A  out  9.    Jeudi.    S.  Secondien. 


To-day  Reason  and  I  each  take  a  Section  of  the 
Battery  at  8 o'clock,  and  after  an  early  Breakfast,  march 
out,  he  to  the  1st  East  Lanes.,  I  to  the  1st  Som.,  to  join 
the  Battalion  for  a  Scheme. 

After  waiting  a  little  at  the  correct  Map  Reference 
I  am  told  to  report  to  Captain  Chichester,  which  I 
promptly  do,  seeing  Harper,  Cole,  Matthews  and  others 
in  doing  so . 

Chich  reveals  our  duties  to  the  M.G.  Officer  and 
myself  in  our  turns.  I  go  forward  as  a  Right  Supporting 
Platoon  of  "  C  "  Company,  which  is  acting  as  Main 
Guard  in  the  Scheme . 

When  a  portion  of  the  Main  Guard  gets  held  up  by 
a  Strong  Point,  I  bombard  the  latter.  The  Scheme  is 
not  much  of  a  success. 

I  lunch  with  the  Somerset  Officers,  and  hear  the 
Col.'s  criticism  of  the  Scheme.  We  prepare  to  repeat  it, 
but  fortunately  are  forestalled  by  the  Rifle  Brigade,  who 
themselves  are  doing  a  similar  Scheme  on  the  same 
ground  this  afternoon. 

Mother  and  Ruth  went  to  Doniford  Farm  last 
Monday.  Katharine  and  Fritz  followed  later,  the  former 
first  staying  with  a  friend,  the  latter  first  going  to 
O.T.C.  Camp. 

Booth  leaves  us  to-night  at  10.  I  go  to  Arras 
Station  to  see  him  off. 
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A  out  10.    Vendredi.     S.  Laurent. 

This  morning  Reason  and  I  parade  as  before  with  a 
Section  each,  and  join  the  Somerset  and  East  Lanes. 
respectively  in  a  Brigade  Scheme.  I  do  nothing,  merely 
going  with  "  C  "  Company  up  to  the  Green  Line  and  then 
following  Battalion  Headquarters. 

After  the  Scheme,  the  Brigadier  calls  for  all  Officers 
and  criticizes  the  affair. 

I  march  back  the  Trench  Mortar  Battery  to  Camp. 
In  afternoon  I  go  to  Officers'  Club  for  a  hair-cut  and  then 
pack  my  things.  My  Leave  Warrant  is  ready.  Corballis 
dines  with  us  to-night.  At  9.15  p.m.,  accompanied  by 
Titcombe  bearing  my  Pack,  I  set  forth  for  Arras  Station, 
and  report  at  R.T.O.'s  Office.  Titcombe  returns  to  Fife. 

The  Leave  Train  starts  for  Boulogne  about  12 
midnight.  It  is  simply  packed  and  I  and  other  Officers 
have  to  squeeze  into  a  Second  Class  Compartment. 


Aout  11.    Samedi.    Ste.  Suzanne. 

Arrive  Etaples  4.30  a.m.,  Boulogne  about  6.30. 
Here  I  have  to  march  an  enormous  party  of  Other  Ranks 
to  Rest  Billets  for  Breakfast  :  while  I  do  this,  leaving  my 
Pack  at  Officers'  Club.  After  much  difficulty  the  deed 
is  accomplished.  I  have  barely  time  to  get  my  Pack  and 
then  I  go  on  board  among  the  first  arrivals.  We  start  at 
about  9  o'clock  and  have  a  fairly  good  crossing,  some 
rain,  a  good  swell  and  a  fresh  wind. 

At  Folkestone  I  get  the  train  waiting  on  the  Quay 
and  arrive  in  Town  at  1  o'clock,  leaving  Victoria  at  once, 
taking  tube  to  Paddington  and  getting  a  lunch  at  2  just 
outside  the  Station .  Then  I  buy  an  Edition  de  Luxe  of 
"  Siegfried  and  the  Twilight  of  the  Gods  "  to  present  to 
Katharine,  who  has  won  the  Senior  County  Schol, 

I  entrain  at  4  o'clock,  and  do  not  stop  until  I  arrive 
at  Chippenham.  At  Bristol  I  change,  telegraph  my 
arrival  to  Father  and  wait  for  the  Bridgwater  train.  I 
arrive  in  my  native  town  at  about  8.30  p.m.,  where  at 
the  Station  Father  awaits  me.  I  go  home  and  have 
supper,  prepared  by  Aunt  Liza.  Father  stays  at  Holy 
Trinity  Rectory  for  cards  with  the  Vicar,  where  after 
supper  I  join  him,  being  greeted  by  Mr.  de  Ste.  Croix, 

137 


Aofit  12.     Dimanche.    Ste.  Claire. 
• 

This  morning  I  rise  at  nine  and  after  Breakfast 
Father  and  I  repair  to  the  Tower.  Here  I  see  Victor 
Carter,  Miss  Stockham  and  others,  and  attend  Matins  at 
St.  Mary's. 

And  behold !  the  Grand  Priest  of  Nephron  returneth 
unto  the  palace  of  Gables.  And  being  on  the  Road  of 
Tanton  :  he  lifteth  up  his  eyes,  and  beholdeth  the 
Angel  disappearing  within  .the  abode  where  he  dwelt, 
called  Arden.  And  he  spake  forth  and  called  him  by 
name.  And  he,  turning  about,  saw  him,  and  came  with 
astonishment  and  joy  beyond  measure. 

Now  the  Angel  was  much  increased  in  wisdom  and 
stature  :  and  he  was  as  fair  and  beautiful  to  look  at  as  of 
yore.  Wherefore  Buddling  seeth  him  with  admiration 
and  gladness. 

And  they  have  speech  one  with  another,  Buddling 
exhorting  the  Angel  to  frequent  attendance  at  the  Court 
of  the  Royal  Majesty  of  Aisholt  :  while  the  Angel  pre- 
senteth  to  Buddling  his  youthful  brother. 

After  Lunch,  Father  drives  me  to  Doniford  in  the 
side  car.  Mother  and  the  others  had  been  informed  of 
my  arrival  by  telephone  and  expected  me.  Rapturous 
greetings!  Dorothy  Rowland,  of  Sunny  Hill,  who  has 
won  the  Intermediate  this  year,  is  there  also.  I  present 
"  Siegfried  "  to  Katharine.  Dorothy  Rowland  reminds 
me  intensely  of  the  Angel.  She  is  very  pretty. 


Aotit  13.    Lundi.     S.  Hippolyte. 

Bathing  in  the  sea  in  the  afternoon,  everybody 
except  Mother.  Fritz  gets  a  horrible  ducking  at  my  good 
pleasure. 

Miss  Merson  is  our  Hostess.  There  are  also  staying 
at  the  house  Mrs.  Sorley,  her  daughter  Rita  and  her  niece. 
They  are  cousins  of  Miss  Merson,  who  in  turn  is  sister-in- 
law  to  Miss  Clements  of  Stoke  Courcy. 

We  walk  into  Watchet,  a  mean  town  :  where  Ruth 
treats  me  to  an  ice,  and  a  bed  is  hired  for  my  use. 

I  start  painting  a  proposed  Card  for  4th  Division 
(Xmas.) 

On  our  walk  back  from  Watchet  to-day  we  passed 
a  pedestrian  who  I  could  swear  was  Mr.  Tracy,  formerly 
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Sub- Warden  of  Keble.  As  Mr.  Tracy  is  living  at  Samp- 
ford  Brett,  not  far  away,  the  person  in  question  was  quite 
possibly  he . 


Aoftt  14.     Mardi.     S.  Eusebe. 

We   all  bathe   again  to-day,  but  this  time   M.  is 
included. 

A    glorious    time  :      including   walks    to    Williton, 
Watchet  and  down  to  the  sea. 

Dorothy    Rowland,    Ruth    and    I    walk    through 
Watchet,  past  the  Coastguard  Station,  and  back  toward 
Doniford  along  the  cliffs.     There  is  a  glorious  sunset, 
and  Dorothy  and  I,  who  have  been  talking  together, 
turn  toward  the  West  and  standing  on  the  edge  of  the 
cliff,  recite  together  Katharine's  Ode  to  the  Setting  Sun 
("  Evening  by  the  Sea."): 
"  The  fiery  sun,  now  sinking  in  the  West, 
Like  ancient  Midas,  turns  the  sea  to  gold  ; 
The  landscape  darkens  and  the  air  grows  cold, 
And  all  the  day  reclines  towards  its  rest. 
The  waves  lift  up  their  crests,  as  white  as  snow, 
And  hurl  themselves  with  thunder  on  the  beach  : 
The  seagull  wheels  with  eerie,  mournful  screech, 
Like  a  lost  soul  condemned  to  live  in  woe. 
The  light  has  faded,  the  rich  colours  gone, 
All  earth  and  sea  are  sombre,  dull  and  grey, 
But  still  the  scene  is  on  my  mind  imprest  : 
And  beauty  shall  return  once  more  with  dawn, 
Lovelier  than  art  can  paint  or  poet  say, 
In  all  great  Nature's  varying  colours  drest." 


Aofit  15.    Mercredi.    ASSOMPTION. 


This  evening  after  tea  we  go  into  Watchet  again—- 
but turn  aside  across  the  hill  and  fields  to  St.  Decuman 's 
Church,  which  turns  out  to  be  a  notable  building  with 
some  fine  things  in  it. 

The  Church  is  locked  when  we  arrive,  but  the  keys 
are  forthcoming  with  the  sexton  in  person. 
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Aoflt  16.    Jeudi.    S.  Roch. 

This  morning  I  paint  a  watercolour  :  the  Royal 
Majesty,  the  Chief  Archangel  (J.W.)  and  the  Great 
Priest  of  Nephron  walking  down  by  the  Hedge  of  Beeches, 
arm-in-arm,  as  they  so  often  did  together  both  during 
and  after  the  Summer  Camp  of  1915. 

Mother,  Dorothy  Rowland,  and  others  walk  to 
Williton.  Katharine  and  Ruth  go  on  to  Watchet  on  their 
cycles,  after  we  had  all  stopped  at  a  sweet  shop  to  buy 
buns  and  scones  and  inspect  a  ginger  kitten  of  gentle 
disposition  and  accomplished  behaviour.  Then  Mother, 
Dorothy  Rowland  and  I,  passing  through  Williton 
Station,  return  across  the  fields  to  Doniford  Farm. 

We  all  bathe  to-day  as  usual.  It  is  warm  and  there 
are  numbers  of  people  on  the  shore. 

It  is  settled  that,  for  my  sake,  the  house  at  Bridg- 
water  shall  be  opened  up  for  the  week-end,  and  the 
Family  is  to  return  to-morrow  :  but  I  am  to  go  to  Aisholt 
and  stay  a  night. 

Aofit  17.    Vendredi.    Ste.  Augusta. 

This  morning  Father  arrives  just  before  Breakfast. 
My  things  are  packed,  and  I  say  Goodbye  to  Dorothy 
Rowland,  Miss  Merson  and  the  Sorleys. 

Thereupon  the  Grand  Mogul,  the  Grand  Priest  of 
Nephron,  and  Franciscus-ben-Paebodie  mount  into  their 
Flaming  Chariot,  and  thunder  across  the  hills  and  plains 
towards  the  village  and  township  of  Stowey  Netheria. 
But  when  they  had  passed  through  the  village  of  Kilva 
which  is  over  against  the  Severn  Sea,  an  evil  demon  con- 
spireth  to  put  an  hindrance  in  their  path  :  and  the  Chariot 
is  stopped  by  the  Powers  of  Darkness.  Then  they  all 
dismount,  and  the  Grand  Priest  of  Nephron  exorcising 
the  Demon  in  the  Virtue  of  the  Pastoral  Staff  which 
Midas  had  given  him  and  whereon  he  had  carved  the 
countenance  of  Nephron,  and  the  Grand  Mogul  also 
giving  his  powers  full  swing,  the  Evil  Spirits  are  over- 
come and  they  merrily  pursue  their  journey. 

And  when  they  had  come  unto  the  township  of 
Stowey  Netheria,  they  turn  aside  unto  the  Aisholtan 
Hills,  and  swiftly  come  unto  the  Royal  Palace.  And 
Midas,  coming  out  from  the  Cloister  Gateway  into  the 
Courtyard,  is  amazed  beyond  speech  to  see  them  and  his 
joy  hath  no  bounds. 
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And  Buddling  goeth  into  the  presence  of  the  Queen  : 
and  seeth  moreover  Philippa-ben-Bertae  and  other 
Exploratores  in  the  Camp  of  the  Barn,  according  to  the 
annual  custom  of  the  Illrd  Legion  Exploratores  Pons- 
Aquae.  But  the  Grand  Mogul  and  Franciscus-ben- 
Paebodie  tarry  not,  but  speed  onward  to  Pons-Aquae  to 
the  Palace  of  Gables. 

And  Buddling  and  Midas  worship  before  the  Shrine 
of  the  Cherubim  which  is  in  the  King's  Chamber.  And 
they  go  forth  and  visit  all  the  shrines  and  stations  of  the 
See  of  Aisholt,  both  the  Shrine  of  the  First  Exploratores 
and  others,  passing  along  the  Avenue  of  the  Blessed 
Dahlias  and  by  the  shores  of  the  Lake  and  River.  In 
the  evening  also  the  former  Magister,  called  Jinks,  is 
joined  unto  them.  In  the  afternoon  the  Royal  Majesty, 
the  Grand  Priest,  the  Exploratores  and  the  Magistri  visit 
the  Cave  of  Addullam.  which  is  the  Merridge  Cave, 


Aoflt  18.     Samedi.     Ste.  Helene. 

Yestereve  was  there  a  great  Drama  with  much  noise 
and  singing  celebrated  in  the  Great  Barn  by  the  Explor- 
atores, in  the  presence  of  the  King  and  Queen,  the  Grand 
Priest  of  Nephron  and  others.  And  "  Jinks,"  he  the 
Walker  with  the  Long  Legs,  is  now  a  Legatus  of  the  First 
Order  in  that  Regiment  of  the  Angle  folk  which  is  called 
the  Regal  Rifles. 

But  this  morning  the  Grand  Priest  of  Nephron 
sheweth  unto  Midas  the  Meditation  which  he  had  com- 
posed to  be  the  Afterword  of  the  Holy  Office  and  Rite  of 
the  Remembrance.  And  Midas  appro veth  of  it  vastly. 
And  this  was  the  Meditation  which  Nephron  had  com- 
posed on  the  Xlth  day  of  the  Month  of  Februarius  of 
this  year. 

Moreover  the  Grand  Priest  revealeth  unto  Midas 
the  Magnifical  Eikon  of  the  Royal  Majesty,  the  Chief 
Archangel,  and  the  Grand  Priest  which  he  had  made  on 
the  Second  Day  before  this  day.  And  Midas  was 
desirous  of  having  it.  But  Buddling  said  :  "  Nay,  for 
it  is  destined  for  the  See  of  Nephron."  But  he  gave 
unto  him  a  like  Representation,  but  not  so  magnifical 
as  the  other  :  and  Nephron  commanded  that  this  should 
be  set  up  in  the  Shrine  of  the  Cherubim  ;  and  it  was 
immediately  done  so . 
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And  Midas  seeth  and  admireth  the  Pastoral  Staff 
which  he  gave  unto  Huddling,  and  which  Buddling  had 
carved  and  caused  to  be  renovated. 

But  the  time  is  short.  Many  things  are  accomp- 
lished, and  before  the  Ilnd  Meal,  Buddling  setteth  forth 
on  foot  for  Pons- Aquae.  And  all  the  Exploratores  and 
all  the  Magistri  and  the  Royal  Majesty  come  forth  to  bid 
him  Heavenspeed  and  Farewell  :  for  he  was  one  of  them. 

In  evening  Mother,  Ruth  and  I  do  shopping  and 
Ruth  and  I  visit  the  Princess  at  the  Hospital.  She  is 
coming  out  to-morrow. 

Aotit  19.    Dimanehe.    S.  Donat. 

Ruth  and  I  attend  the  8 o'clock  Celebration  of  Holy 
Communion  at  Holy  Trinity.  This  is  choral  (Mr.  Woods 
at  organ),  with  sung  Commandments,  Benedictus,  Agnus 
Dei,  etc.,  There  is  also  the  Last  Gospel. 

At  Tower  in  morning  I  see  Victor  Carter  and  others. 
Do  not  attend  Matins. 

IOW  behold,  the  Painted  Window  which  Buddling 

]  prepared  after  the  Summer  Camp  of  the  Year  1915, 

'is  brought  forth  and  hung  in  the  Banqueting  Hall. 

And  when  the  Hour  was  VI  Hours  and  one  Quarter 
in  the  evening  the  Grand  Priest  of  Nephron  goeth  forth 
into  the  City  of  Pons-Aquae,  and  there  close  to  the  heart 
of  the  City  and  near  unto  the  Great  Synagogue,  there  is 
a  meeting  with  the  noble  Princess  of  Aisholt. 

And  they  two  go  forth  together  unto  the  Palace  of 
Gables  :  where  there  is  a  great  triumph  :  and  with  many 
salutations  and  much  joy  they  are  received  by  the  Grand 
Duchess  Idabelle  and  all  the  Palace  Household. 

And  the  Grand  Priest  of  Nephron  prepareth  the 
Beautiful  Censer  which  Dudley  called  Tetelesmenos  had 
given  for  the  use  of  the  See  of  Nephron.  And  he  also 
bringeth  forth  much  frankincense,  and  in  the  burning 
thereof  the  Grand  Duchess  Idabelle  assisteth  him.  And 
there  is  great  ceremonial :  and  the  sweet  savour  of  the 
frankincense  goeth  before  the  Royal  Princess  and  be- 
fore the  Household  of  the  Palace  of  Nephron. 

Moreover  unto  the  Royal  Princess  sheweth  the 
Grand  Priest  of  Nephron  all  the  fair  and  goodly  appur- 
tenances and  relics  and  documents  of  the  See  of  Nephron 
and  also  the  Amulet,  even  the  Blessed  Amulet  itself . 

And  there  was  no  more  spirit  left  in  her. 
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AoQt  20.     Lundi.     S.  Bernard. 

It  is  settled  that  I  leave  tonight  by  the  Night  Mail 
for  Paddington.  Preparations  for  departure. 

This  afternoon  I  saw  Mrs.  A.  and  Miss  Shrimpton. 
Mrs.  A.  very  kindly  repaired  my  Trench  Coat. 

Bryan  Burnell  gives  me  a  signed  photograph. 

In  the  evening  cometh  forth  unto  the  Palace  of 
Gables  Bryan  bur-ben  -Elli,  a  very  dear  Angel  whose 
sweetness  of  disposition  and  charm  of  manner  endeared 
him  unto  Buddling,  unto  the  Grand  Duchess  Idabelle  and 
many  others. 

And  at  the  request  of  the  Grand  Priest  of  Nephron 
he  bringeth  forth  an  Eikon  of  himself  which  he  signeth 
with  affectionate  terms  in  the  presence  of  Buddling. 

And  Buddling,  also,  producing  likewise  an  Eikon  of 
himself,  signeth  it  equally  and  presenteth  it  to 
Bryan  bur-ben -Elli . 

Then  cometh  the  Princess  of  Aisholta.  And 
Buddling  causeth  frankincense  to  be  burnt  in  a  shovel : 
and  the  sweet  savour  goeth  up  in  the  Banqueting  Hall 
before  the  Princess  and  the  Angel  Bryan bur-ben-Elli. 

Then  is  a  sumptuous  meal  prepared  by  the  Grand 
Duchess  Idabelle,  of  which  they  all,  even  Bryan  bur  also, 
partake.  And  moreover  the  Princess  is  robed  in  ponti- 
fical vestments,  and  exorcizeth  demons,  according  to  her 
delegated  powers. 

An  Australian  cousin,  Frank  Binding,  arrives  to-day. 
He  and  all  the  Family  at  Station  to  see  me  off  on  the 
Night  Mail. 


Aoflt  21.     Mardi.    Ste.  Jeanne. 

Arriving  in  Paddington  about  3  a.m.  I  get  out  and 
dispose  myself  in  the  Waiting  Room  on  the  Departure 
Platform.  There  are  two  other  Officers  also  returning 
from  on  Leave,  one  of  them,  in  the  Engineers,  being  a 
former  alumnus  of  Taunton  College,  as  I  learn  afterward 
in  Boulogne. 

At  about  6.30  a.m.,  the  Lavatories  etc.  being  open, 
we  go  down  and  have  a  wash  and  shave  :  and  seek  the 
Tube  for  Victoria.  Having  arrived  there  I  get  into  one 
of  the  Waiting  Rooms  and  partake  of  some  of  the  food 
which  Mother  had  packed  for  me. 
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I  get  on  the  6.50  train  and  in  time  arrive  at  Folke- 
stone and  get  on  board  ship.  It  is  almost  like  having 
one's  heart  torn  out  to  see  England  slipping  away. 

On  the  ship  I  recognize  one  of  the  Officers  whom  I 
consulted  with  in  marching  parties  of  O.R.'s  to  Breakfast 
Billets  going  on  Leave.  He  is  in  the  4th  Lancers,  by 
name  Lomax :  and  we  keep  together  until  he  gets  out 
next  day  at  St.  Pol.  I  learn  afterward  that  he  is  of 
Repton  College  and  Hertford,  Oxford,  and  also  of 
Sandhurst  :  but  taken  no  degree. 

Disembarking  at  Boulogne,  we  are  all  sent  to  Ostro- 
hove  Camp,  a  weary  trudge  in  the  heat  up  to  the  hills. 
Having  received  our  orders  and  times  for  departure,  the 
Officers  disperse.  After  a  meal  at  the  Salvation  Army 
Officers'  Bungalow,  Lomax  and  I  go  down  into  Boulogne 
and  dine  at  the  Hotel  Folkestone,  Before  this  I  write  a 
line  to  Mother. 

Aoflt  22.     Mereredi.     S.  Philibert. 

Yesterday  afternoon  I  roamed  through  Boulogne, 
climbing  the  streets  of  steps  up  the  hill  past  abundance 
of  washed  clothes  drying  on  lines  and  reach  the  Fisher 
Church  on  the  Hill,  where  I  witness  a  Christening 
Service. 

This  morning  we  breakfast  at  Officers'  Bungalow 
(Salvation  Army)  and  parade  at  9.30  a.m.  to  march 
parties  down  to  Station.  The  train  goes  at  10.57,  and 
Lomax  says  Adieu  at  St.  Pol.  I  dismount  at  Arras  at 
about  6  p.m.  and  go  straight  to  Roclincourt  to  the 
Transport. 

Here  I  reveal  myself  to  Golden,  the  llth  M.G.C. 
Transport  Officer,  and  the  T.M.B.  Quartermaster  Ser- 
geant, Digby,  who  tells  me  that  the  Transport  is  moving 
on  to  the  Cambrai  Road  and  advises  me  to  go  there 
where  I  shall  find  my  Valise. 

Golden  is  most  charming  and  hospitable.  He  in- 
vites me  to  wash,  rest,  and  partake  of  a  meal  of  eggs-on- 
toast  with  him,  which  I  do.  He  also  enquires  for  my 
people,  although  he  has  never  met  me  before  :  this  I 
think  very  charming. 

At  7.45  p.m.  I  set  out  for  the  New  Transport.  It  is 
quite  near  the  Station,  so  after  getting  my  Valise  pre- 
pared, I  run  over  to  see  Cooke,  whom  I  find  in  great 
glory.  He  invites  me  to  stay  the  night  with  him,  so  I 
run  back  to  get  my  shaving  tackle  and  come  back  to  the 
Dump. 
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Aoflt  23.    Jeudi.     Ste.  Sidonie. 


Write  a  note  to  Tibbs,  enclosing  the  sketch  :  "  Cele- 
bration "  and  "  Birthday  Card  "  which  I  drew  for  him 
May  8th  last.  Dress  in  my  "Robe  de  Tranchees  "  and 
say  Adieu  to  Cooke.  At  noon  I  see  Golden  and  leave  the 
Transport  with  the  Rations  going  up  the  Line.  I  find 
Hoskins  and  Reason  there  :  Watterson  is  at  a  Rest 
Camp,  Button  up  the  Line.  And  Haden,  a  newly- 
arrived  Officer  from  the  Rifle  Brigade,  is  at  the  17th 
Corps  T.M.  School. 

My  mail  includes  two  letters  from  Mother,  describing 
the  glories  of  Doniford  :  a  note  from  Cox's  :  and  a  letter 
from  Vernon  Hallam,  readdressed  from  the  Gables  by 
"  K  ",  portions  of  which  run  as  follows  : 

"  I  told  you  about  Topsy,  my  little  goat,  didn't  I  ?  " 
(NO,  HE  DIDN'T).  "  She  becomes  more  mischievous 
"and  more  deceptively  innocent-looking  every  day.  My 
"twelve  chickens— two  months  old  nearly  and  very 
"flourishing — impart  quite  a  domestic  aspect  to  the  place; 
"and  my  three  laying  hens  continue  very  dutifully  to 
"supply  me  with  eggs.  Then  I  have  two  fledgling  wood- 
"  pigeons  and  ablack  cat.  The  frequent  passages  at  arms 
"between  Topsy  and  the  cat  are  very  amusing." 

Hallam  is  on  detailed  (Anti-A)  duty.  And  :  "  Don't 
"you  wish  that  we  could  have  a  few  of  those  cosy  after- 
" dinner  hours  over  again,  lounging  on  our  'biscuits  '- 
"temporarily  become  Eastern  divans- — round  the  fire  in 
"pyjamas!  And  a  few  more  of  the  Saturday  morning 
"saunters  round  Smith's  and  in  search  of  flowers  for  our 
"room.  It  does  not  seem  really  true  that  a  few  months 
"ago  we  lived  in  an  atmosphere  of  quaint  conceits— 
"candles  and  incense  !  Do  you  remember  ?  " 

"  Hymni  Latini    "  and  letter  from  Mrs.  Brabant. 


Aout  24.    Vendredi.     S.  Barthelemy. 

This  morning  at  10.30  a.m.  I  go  up  the  Line  with 
Hoskins  and  Reason.  In  a  dugout  in  Curly  Trench,  off 
the  Front  Line,  we  find  Button,  and  also  Lt.  Nelson  of 
the  10th  T.M.  Battery,  in  residence.  Hoskins,  Reason, 
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Button  and  I  go  round  the  Line  together  and  visit  the 
four  guns.  Then  the  two  former  barge  off  while  Button 
and  I  stay  behind,  and  have  lunch  with  Chich,  who  is 
holding  the  Left  Sector  of  the  Battalion  Front,  the  Som- 
lis  being  in  the  Line. 

Back  for  tea.     Dinner  at  10.     Letter  from  Burgie. 
Go  out  again  at  12  midnight.' 


A  out  25.    Samedi.    S.  Louis. 

See  various  people,  including  Walrus  and  Sylvester, 
in  and  out  of  their  Hdqrs.  Walrus  is  in  command  of  the 
Light  Company  (which  is  holding  Right  of  Battn.  Front) 
during  absence  of  Greatham  on  Leave. 

Sylvester  is  one  of  his  Subalterns. 

At  3  a.m.  a  little  exercise  :  Corporal  Locke  fires 
40  rounds  on  Arrow.  Unfavourable  criticism  from  Cpl. 
Ward,  and  Harper  of  the  Somersets,  who  declare  that  the 
shells  are  falling  short.  This  I  don't  believe,  as  Twitton 
was  observing  for  me  in  the  Front  Line,  and  I  have  his 
testimony. 

I  return  to  my  Dugout  after  Stand-down. 

Breakfast  and  Lunch  in. 

Button  has  been  ill  with  Trench  Fever  since  last 
night  :  he  is  delirious. 

To-night  wiring  parties  of  the  Somersets  are  harassed 
by  M.G.  Fire.  There  are  casualties  including  an  Officer, 
N.  Pearce,  wounded. 


Aout  26.     Dimanehe.     S.  Zephirin. 

This  morning  Hoskins  and  Reason  turn  up.  I  take 
them  round  the  Line.  We  see  Col.  Majendie  and  they 
talk  with  him,  arranging  a  "  strafe." 

We  go  into  Walrus's  Dugout,  but  Sylvester,  whom 
we  pass  on  the  way  sitting  on  the  Fire-Step,  advises  us 
not  to  go  down  because  Padre  Halet  is  there.  We  do 
not  understand  the  full  significance  of  his  speech 
until  we  get  down  into  the  Dugout,  where  to  my  astonish- 
ment, we  break  in  upon  a  Celebration  of  Holy 
Communion . 
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Hoskins  is  disgusted  and  somewhat  irreverent. 
When  the  Service  is  over,  Walrus  greets  us  with  A. 
Pearce,  Hoskins  and  others. 

I  have  lunch  and  tea  with  Walrus,  Sylvester,  Pearce, 
Cole,  etc.  Button  gets  up. 

The  "  strafe  "  is  all  arranged.  I  work  out  the  lines 
and  ranges  with  Nelson's  help  and  then,  just  when  I  have 
moved  the  guns  up  and  am  choosing  positions,  a  mighty 
storm  of  rain  arises  and  drowns  us.  The  Rifle  Brigade 
relieves  the  Somersets. 


Aoflt  27.    Lundi.    Ste.  Armandine. 


The  heavy  rain  last  night  which  made  me  wet 
through  and  miserable  has  apparently  completely  cured 
Button  of  his  Trench  Fever. 

The  newly-joined  Officer  from  the  Rifle  Brigade, 
who  is  taking  Booth's  place  and  who  has  just  come  back 
from  the  XVII  Corps  School,  comes  up  for  instruction. 
His  name  is  F.  H.  Haden.  He  knows  Oxford  as  he  was 
at  Radley.  Moreover  he  is  destined  to  go  up  to  Trinity, 
Cambridge.  Nelson  is  a  graduate  in  Science  of  T.C.D. 

Haden  goes  round  the  line  with  Button.  The 
"  Strafe  "  which  was  made  impossible  by  the  storm  last 
night  comes  off  this  afternoon.  Button  says  that  the 
firing-lines  and  compass  bearings  were  quite  correct. 

Extract  from  Div  :  Routine  Orders,  dated 
1917,  re  Divisional  Xmas.  Card  is  read  by  Nelson  (see 
next  page),  and  I  am  congratulated. 


Aout  28.    Mardi.    S.  Auguste. 


To-day  Tune  of  H.B.  and  the  10th  T.M.  Battery 
arrives  to  be  under  instruction  with  Nelson.  He  hangs 
out  with  one  of  the  10th  Gun  Teams,  but  messes  with  us. 

To-morrow  and  next  day  Button  and  I  will  be 
relieved  by  the  12th  T.M.B. 
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Extract    from    Divisional    Routine    Orders    dated 
1917: 


Extract  referred  to,  but  omitted  from  Diary  : — 

llth  Inf.  Bde.  SCL  71/1249. 

x 
llth  Infantry  Brigade. 

DIVISIONAL   CHRISTMAS   CARD. 


Upwards  of  40  designs  and  suggestions  for  a  Divisional 
Christmas  Card  were  received  and  considered  by  a 
Committee.  A  final  selection  was  made  and  prizes  have 
been  awarded  as  follows  : — 

Design  submitted  by  Unit  Prize 

1.  No.498481  Spr.  Wadmore  A.  )    4th  Div.  30  Frs 

C.M.T.  3187  Pte.  Knell  )    Sig.  Coy. 

2.  2/Lt.  A.  E.  Coles                           llth  T.M.B.  20  Frs. 

3.  Pte.  Charman                                Hamps.  R.  15  Frs. 

4.  No.  527  L/C  Watson                     21st  W.  Yorks  10  Frs 

attd.  4/Div.H.Q. 

(Sgd)  H.  B.  STUTFIELD,  Lieut. 
28/8/17.  for  A.A.  &  Q.M.G.,  4th  Division. 


llth  Trench  Mortar  Battery. 


Reference  above.     The  sum  of  20  Frs.  is  enclosed 
herewith. 

(Sgd)    A.  W.  EDWARDS,  Captain. 

Staff  Captain, 
29/8/17.  llth  Infantry  Brigade. 


Aofit  29.    Mercredi.    Ste.  Sabine. 

Haden  goes  back  to  the  Transport  this  morning 
preparatory  to  attending  a  Gas  Course.  Tune  comes 
into  our  dugout  altogether  now — for  meals  and 
everything. 
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To-night  Hughes,  of  the  12th  T.M.B.,  relieves 
Button  and  the  three  Right  Guns.  That  leaves  the  two 
Left  Guns  in  my  charge  until  to-morrow  night,  whereas 
previously  I  had  been  O.C  Right  Section. 

In  the  evening  Capt.  Green  (Household  Battalion 
and  10th  T.M.B.)  comes  up  to  see  Nelson. 


Aofit  30.     Jeudi.     S.  Fiacre. 

Just  after  lunch,  Nelson,  Tune  and  I  go  down  into 
the  Section  of  Front  Line  held  by  the  1st  Warwicks, 
running  right  down  to  the  Lakes  on  the  South  of  the 
River  (Scabbard,  Elbow  and  Finger  Trenches,  etc.).  We 
go  out  to  a  sap  and  from  this  position  look  back  on  our 
own  Front  Line  and  also  down  on  to  the  entrances  to 
some  Boche  Dugouts  in  a  bank. 

We  desired  to  see  the  firing  of  one  of  our  own  Heavy 
T.M.'s  (Flying  Pigs)  which  lives  across  the  River  and 
which  was  to  have  fired  on  the  Enemy  Trench  opposite 
Finger  Trench. 

But  the  "  strafe  "  does  not  come  off  for  some  reason, 
so  after  waiting  awhile  we  withdrew. 

In  the  evening  an  Officer  of  the  10th  T.M.B.  and  the 
Seaforths  comes  up  to  relieve  Nelson,  while  I  am  relieved 
by  an  Officer  of  the  12th  T.M.B. 

Nelson  and  I  with  the  servants  go  down  Love  Lane 
and  Lancer  Lane  together.  At  Headquarters  I  find 
Hoskins,  Earlwin  and  Smith  of  the  Dukes,  who  has 
joined  the  12th  T.M.B.  I  go  on  to  Fife  Camp. 


Aofit  31.    Vendredi.    S.  Aristide. 

Parades  this  morning. 

In  the  afternoon  Haden  and  I  go  up  to  the  Cathedral. 
Here,  at  the  foot  of  the  High  Altar,  I  see  a  large  broken 
white  marble  slab.  This  proves  to  have  been  a  portion 
of  the  original  "  Mensa,"  as,  when  I  turn  it  over,  I  find  a 
Consecration  Cross  incised  in  the  stone.  This  I  covet  : 
so  I  proceed  to  break  the  slab  so  that  I  can  carry  away 
the  cross  on  a  smaller  piece  of  stone.  Eventually  I 
attain  my  end  :  but  then  it  strikes  me  that  it  would  be 
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more  meet  to  leave  the  desolate  Cathedral  the  symbols 
of  its  glory  :  so  I  hid  away  the  marble  marked  with  the 
Cross  in  a  recess  above  the  High  Altar. 

After  tea  Haden  and  I  take  a  Guard  down  to  the 
Main  Dump.  I  look  up  Cooke  and  introduce  Haden. 

We  return  to  Fife  Camp  to  see  about  the  Rations 
for  the  Dump  Guard,  and  then  go  to  the  Officers'  Club 
for  a  bath. 


Septembre  1.    Samedi.    SS.  JLeu  et  Gilles. 

Haden  is  Orderly  Officer  and  stays  in  Camp.  To-day 
Hoskins  goes  on  Leave,  and  celebrates  the  event  by 
giving  a  Dinner  to  the  Officers  of  the  Battery.  So  at  the 
appointed  time  Hoskins,  Button,  Reason,  Watterson 
and  I  journey  to  the  Officers'  Club.  We  have  a  good 
dinner  and  rise  to  go  into  the  Anteroom.  But  we  lose 
Reason,  and  when  I  proceed  to  look  for  him  in  the  Bath- 
room, people  think  I  am  tight.  This  is  unfortunate. 
The  Somersets,  the  Rifle  Brigade  and  the  East  Lanes, 
are  there  in  force,  all  of  whom,  as  the  evening  waxes  to 
its  height,  get  steadily  blotto. 

Jacquot  and  Halet  are  also  at  the  Club.  The  latter 
appears  to  cut  me  dead,  for  some  reason  which  has  been 
puzzling  me,  but  which  I  now  think  I  begin  to  understand. 
I  was  with  Hoskins  when  the  Holy  Eucharist  was  taking 
place  in  Walrus's  Dugout  last  Sunday,  in  the  midst  of 
which  we  arrived. 

A  subaltern  in  the  Northum.  Fusiliers  says  he  has 
seen  me  before.  He  turns  out  to  have  been  at  Keble  on 
a  Course  of  Instruction  in  February,  1915. 

With  great  difficulty  we  all  manage  to  get  to  the 
Station  and  there  we  bid  Hoskins  Farewell  and  a  pleasant 
Leave. 


Septembre  2.    Dimanche.    S.  Just. 

I  take  the  Church  Parade  this  morning.  The 
Divisional  Padre  (Major  Campbell)  takes  the  Service  in 
the  Cemetery.  Colson  is  on  parade  with  his  Wireless 
Company. 

After  the  Parade,  Haden  and  I  go  into  Arras  to  St. 
George's  Chapel  to  the  Holy  Eucharist. 
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In  the  afternoon  Haden  and  I  again  go  out.  This 
time  our  destination  is  the  Divisional  Canteen  at  the 
Candle  Factory,  where  we  buy  4  tins  of  chocolate  that 
begin  to  be  eaten  during  the  afternoon. 

After  tea,  Reason,  Button,  Haden  and  Watterson 
go  out  to  the  Follies,  but  I  first  mount  the  Guard  for 
Main  Dump,  which  marches  down  to  the  Station,  and 
then  follow  them  thither  on  a  bike  borrowed  from  the 
234th  M.G.  Coy.  On  this  I  arrive  at  Main  Dump  where 
I  inspect  the  old  Guard. 

Haden  mounts  the  Battery  Guard  for  me  :  I  find 
the  Sentry  on  his  beat  when  I  return. 

In  the  evening  I  write  the  quartet  of  a  Sonnet  :  "  Ode 
to  a  Muddy  Communication  Trench,"  suggested  by 
Burgie  Northcroft's  remark  in  his  last  letter  to  me. 

Septembre  3.    Lundi.    S.  Gregoire. 

To-day  the  Battery  goes  on  a  Route  March,  passing 
through  St.  Catharine,  Ecurie  and  Auzin  St.  Aubin.  I 
am  O.C.  Route  March  and  Watterson  and  Haden  accom- 
pany me. 

In  the  afternoon,  Watterson  and  I,  with  the  new 
Sergeant,  Corporal  Casserley  and  some  men  with  Ammu- 
nition go  down  to  the  far  side  of  Blangy,  crossing  the  two 
bridges,  to  a  demonstration  of  the  Yukon  Pack  by  Lt. 
Dun  waters,  an  ancient  man,  and  by  his  own  announce- 
ment, the  uncle  of  "  a  young  thing  called  Sutthery  "  in 
the  Seaforths.  General  Lambton,  Major  Searight,  Colson, 
and  representatives  of  all  units  are  there,  as  well  as  Lt.- 
Col.  Armitage,  Acting  Brigadier-General.  Lt.  Dun- 
waters  is  awfully  funny,  and  the  demonstration  is  most 
interesting  :  he  doesn't  care  twopence  for  anybody,  and 
addresses  the  Honorable  William  as  familiarly  as  he 
does  a  Sergeant. 

Button,  Watterson,  Haden  and  I  go  to  the  "  Duds  " 
in  the  evening.  Craigmile  is  there.  The  show  is  very 
good  but  somewhat  coarse  :  not  so  good  as  the  "  Spades," 
I  think. 

After  Dinner  Haden,  who  is  in  a  frightfully  inquisitive 
frame  of  mind,  systematically  goes  through  my  pockets 
and  sees  all  my  documents  and  Tate  Gallery. 

Haden  is  a  charming  youth,  one  upon  whose  count- 
enance the  bright  favour  of  Nephron  begins  to  shine. 

A  letter  from  Mother.     I  write  to  Vernon  Hallam. 
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Septembre  4.    Mardi.    Ste.  Rosalie. 

Bathing  Parade  this  morning,  which  Haden  takes. 
I  am  Orderly  Officer  and  go  to  Claims  Office  at  Divis- 
ional Hdqrs.  to  draw  money  from  the  Field  Cashier. 

At  noon  two  letters  arrive.  One  from  Fritz, 
containing  an  announcement  of  the  death  of  Geoffrey 
Grandfield,  of  Over  Stowey,  who  is  bound  up  in  my 
memories  of  Aisholt  and  who  is  mentioned  frequently  in 
the  Diary  of  1913.  He  was  killed  by  a  Sniper. 

The  other  letter  is  one  from  Geoff,  in  the  llth  Essex 
now. 

The  Brigade  is  moving  back  into  Rest  Billets  to- 
morrow, and  the  1 1th  T.M.B.  is  to  be  billetted  in  a  village 
called  Pommier,  about  15  miles  from  Arras.  Watterson 
leaves  us  this  afternoon  as  Billetting  Officer  and  in  charge 
of  the  Advanced  Party. 

I  write  E.  E.  D.  Northcroft,  enclosing  the  last  photo 
of  myself — Haden  and  Watterson  appropriated  two  this 
morning. 

I  also  write  to  Mother. 


Septembre  5.    Mercredi.    S.  Bertin. 

This  morning  we  set  out  on  our  march  to  Pommier. 
Bde.  Hdqrs.  lead  the  way,  we  following.  After  us  come 
the  Somersets .  March  discipline  with  halts  of  10  minutes 
duration  beginning  at  10  minutes  to  every  Clock  Hour, 
is  maintained. 

About  half-a-dozen  of  the  Battery  fall  out,  beginning 
at  Bretoncourt.  Reason  helps  me  to  minimize  the 
number  of  fallers-out. 

Our  pace  becomes  slower  and  slower,  the  Somersets 
overtaking  us  gradually,  so  that  just  before  we  reach 
Berles-au-Bois,  where  the  Rifle  Bde.  will  be  billetted,  the 
Somerset  Headquarters,  with  Col.  Majendie  at  the  Head, 
are  directly  behind  us.  In  Berles  itself  we  almost  go  to 
pieces,  then  suddenly  the  Somerset  Bugles  blow  up  in  our 
very  ears,  pulling  us  into  shape,  giving  us  a  step,  and 
infusing  us  with  new  energy  like  wine  !  The  Somersets  go 
on  to  Bienvillers  ;  we  reach  Pommier  and  Watterson 
greets  us.  Later  Haden,  who  had  been  left  behind  to 
hand  over  Fife  Camp,  comes  along. 
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Septembre  6.     Jeudi.    Ste.  Reine. 

To-day  commences  with  a  Kit  Inspection. 
Gorman  of  the  Hants,  looks  in  in  the  evening 
Paul,  the  Adjutant  of  the  First  Somersets,  is  now  a 
Captain.     Hawker  also  wears  his  third  pip. 


Septembre  7.    Vendredi.    S.  Cloud. 

I  am  in  charge  of  the  Parades  this  morning  with 
Watterson  and  Haden  to  assist  me.  I  discover  that  I  am 
struck  off  the  strength  of  the  1st  Somersets  and  trans- 
ferred to  the  General  List,  on  the  T.M.  strength. 

After  lunch,  Haden  and  I  go  down  to  the  Parade, 
Cricket  and  Football  Ground  and  knock  a  few  balls 
around  with  a  bat.  At  3  p.m.  there  is  a  one-innings 
match  between  the  T.M.'s  and  the  llth  M.G.C.  The 
final  score  is  M.G.  55 — 25. 

Jacquot  comes  down  to  see  the  match  and  I  talk 
with  Ridings. 

In  the  evening  I  write  to  Geoff — a  vile  letter— and 
to  the  Princess.  I  also  write  a  note  of  thanks  to  Mrs. 
Brabant  (for  Hymni  Latini). 

A  bath  at  night. 


Septembre  8.    Samedi.    Nativ.  de  la  Vierge. 

To-day  I  am  Orderly  Officer.     I  write  to  the  Arch- 
angel John. 

More  Cricket. 


Septembre  9.    Dimanehe.    S.  Omer. 

This  morning  Haden  and  I  rise  early  to  attend  a 
Celebration  of  the  Holy  Communion  at  7.45  a.m.  We 
get  down  near  Bde.  Headquarters  and  then  pause  in  per- 
plexity, until  Durham  points  out  where  the  Office  is 
taking  place. 

The  Ante -Communion  is  much  cut  down,  but  there 
is  the  the  full  Ceremonial  of  the  Elevation,  etc.,  at  the 
Consecration. 
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In  the  evening  I  attempt  to  write  to  Booth,  but 
Watte rson  and  Haden  censor  the  letter  and  generally 
play  old  Harry.  Finally  Haden  commandeers  the  letter 
and  refuses  to  let  me  have  it.  Whereupon  I  withdraw  in 
great  wrath.  When  I  get  to  my  billet  I  find  the  letter 
placed  on  my  bed.  Haden  tries  to  elicit  a  "  Good  Night  " 
from  me,  but  I  am  silent.  Seeing  this,  he  comes  over  on 
to  my  bed  and  swears  he  will  not  remove  until  I  release 
the  spell. 

However  it  is  only  when  he  retires  to  his  own  bed 
and  appeals  in  writing  to  my  better  nature  that  I  give 
him  the  valedictory  word.  It  is  then  well  upon  one 
o'clock. 

But  I  tear  up  the  letter  to  Booth. 


Septembre  10.    Lundi.    Ste.  Pulche'rie. 

I  write  the  Octave  of  a  Sonnet  to  Geoffrey  Grandfield, 
killed  in  action . 

Cricket.  I  find  two  Autumn  Crocuses  at  the  bottom 
of  the  Orchard  behind  our  Billet.  Writing  to  Mother,  I 
enclose  them. 


Septembre  11.    Mardi.    S.  Hyacinthe. 

Haden  gives  me  two  small  metal  Rank  Stars. 
Removing  the  cloth  stars  from  the  shoulders  of  my  Cadet 
Tunic,  I  place  the  metal  ones  there. 

A  parcel  containing  pears  and  a  towel  arrives  :  and 
also  a  letter  from  Mother. 


Septembre  12.    Mereredi.    S.  Guy. 

To-day  I  am  Orderly  Officer  :  but  during  the  morning 
Reason  acts  for  me,  while  I  accompany  the  Battery  on 
an  Attack  Scheme  in  which  Button,  Haden  and  Watte  rson 
as  well  as  myself,  take  part. 

Haden  and  I  are  O.'s  C.  each  a  T.M.  Section  : 
Watterson  and  the  remainder  of  the  Battery  are  a  Sup- 
porting Company  of  Infantry  :  and  Button  and  Corporal 
Matthews  are  Hostile  Machine  Guns,  which  appear  at 
various  stages  and  have  to  be  "  dealt  with." 
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To  carry  out  this  scheme,  we  march  to  Monchy-en- 
Bois,  through  Bienvillers  where  the  Somersets  and  East 
Lanes,  are  billetted.  Monchy  itself  lay  just  within  the 
old  German  Front  Line  from  which  the  enemy  retired 
early  this  year.  It  and  its  wood  are  entirely  razed. 

In  the  afternoon  the  Battery  fires  on  the  Rifle  Range . 
Reason  attends  the  parade,  so  I  remain  behind.  I  write 
to  Mother  asking  for  a  new  lining  to  my  Flea  Bag  to  be 
made  and  enclosing  the  cloth  stars  which  I  removed  from 
the  shoulders  of  my  Cadet  Tunic  when  I  inserted  the 
small  metal  stars  which  Haden  gave  me.  I  also  write  to 
Booth. 

The  Battery  Sports  should  have  been  held  this 
evening  :  but  half  the  Battery  "  funk  it  "  because  they 
have  not  had  the  day  off.  So  the  Sports  are  entirely 
cancelled. 

Haden  turns  the  Guard  out  for  me. 


Septembre  13.    Jeudi.    S.    Maurille. 

This  morning  I  take  the  Parade,  which  lasts  from 
8.30  a.m.  to  noon.  In  the  afternoon  there  is  Gun- 
Cleaning,  and  then  permission  is  given  to  watch  the 
Cricket  Match  which  is  being  played  against  the  Machine 
Gunners. 

I  write  the  Sestet  of  the  Sonnet  to  Geoffrey  Grand- 
field  that  I  commenced  the  other  day  (the  10th).  Then 
I  stroll  toward  the  Cricket  Ground.  From  the  Orchard 
at  the  back  of  the  T.M.  Hdqrs.  I  hear  the  distant  shouting 
and  the  game  :  one  of  my  clearest  memories  of  Geoffrey 
is  that  of  the  occasion  when  the  Quantock  Legion  played 
the  Illrd  Pons-Aquae  Legion  during  the  Summer  of 
1913.  A  few  steps  further  on,  I,  turning  aside  to  the 
right,  find  the  ground  strewn  with  saffron  crocuses,  which 
I  have  never  before  met  growing  elsewhere  than  above 
Aisholt  :  another  link  with  the  past.  I  gather  some  of 
these  "  lotus  -blossoms." 

Later,  the  Tok  Emmas  play  Bde.  Headquarters  in  a 
game  of  Soccer  and  finish  2-1.  Haden,  Watterson, 
Reason  and  I  watch  part  of  the  game. 

The  Rifle  Bde.  Officers,  who  were  to  have  dined  with 
us  this  evening,  do  not  turn  up.  Watterson  and  I  sing 
in  part-song,  "  Ye  banks  and  braes  of  bonny  Doon."  I 
get  a  letter  from  Tibbs. 
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Septembre  14.     Vendredi.     S.  Corneille. 

This  evening  Watterson,  Button,  Haden  and  I  go  to 
the  "Follies  "  which  are  in  Berles-au-Bois.  Watterson 
and  I,  proceeding  ahead  with  the  Battery,  which  is  being 
treated  by  the  Officers,  arrive  an  hour  before  the  show 
starts.  Watty  and  I,  therefore,  nose  about,  inspect  the 
ruined  Church,  etc. 

When  Haden  arrives,  he  and  I  go  down  into  Berles- 
au-Bois  and  Haden  procures  buttons  for  the  R.B.  mem- 
bers of  the  Battery  who  have  lost  or  broken  their  buttons. 

We  then  climb  up  the  hill  and  enter  the  "  Follies  " 
Theatre.  Button  joins  us  there.  The  entertainment  is 
a  very  good  one  and  exhibits  the  influence  of  the  "Spades" 
and  of  Lt.  Andrewes,  who  is  now  the  "  Follies  "  guiding 
star.  At  the  same  time,  several  of  the  songs  and  pieces 
I  heard  three  months  ago  at  Gouy-en-Ternois  ;  or  rather, 
at  Monts-en-Ternois. 

About  this  time  I  write  to  Midas,  enclosing  a  copy 
of  my  Sonnet  to  Geoffrey  Grandfield. 

The  M.  Gunners  lend  us  their  old  Deccaphone. 

Septembre  15.    Samedi.    S.  Ferre'ol. 

Hoskins  comes  back  from  Leave.  Watterson  and  I 
find  him  arrived  when  we  come  back  from  a  Tactical 
Scheme  which  we  had  been  doing  with  the  Rifle  Brigade. 

It  is  a  wet,  misty  morning,  gradually  changing  to  a 
clear,  fine  breezy  noon.  Having  arrived  at  the 
appointed  place,  we  had  halted  and  waited  and  I  had  seen 
and  spoken  with  Etheridge. 

I  had  joined  Leitham's  Company,  and  Watterson 
had  been  attached  to  Craigmile.  I  do  the  Scheme  with 
Leitham  and  repel  a  "  Counter-Attack."  We  return  to 
the  rendez-vous  doing  another  Scheme  in  the  midst  of 
which  Colonel  Fellowes  appears,  shouting  and  cursing, 
and  everything  is  at  once  chaos. 

Watterson  and  I,  deeply  disgusted,  return  to 
Pommier  at  1 .30  p.m. 

Septembre  16.    Dimanche.    Ste.  Edith. 

Haden  and  I  again  rise  early  to  attend  Holy  Com- 
munion at  a  quarter  to  eight.  The  Service  takes  place 
in  a  Chapel  near  the  village  Church. 

156 


Apparently  Haden's  and  my  watches  are  slow,  for 
we  arrive  just  before  the  Consecration. 

Again  the  llth  T.M.B.  arrive  late  on  Church  Parade 
at  9.30  a.m. 

Watterson  and  Sergeant  New  go  to  Humbercamp, 
to  the  Vllth  Corps  T.  M.  School. 


Septembre  17.    Lundi.    S.  Lambert. 

A  Battery  Field  Day. 

To-day  we  prepare  to  move — northwards  !  Button 
goes  forward  early  this  morning  as  Billetting  Officer. 
We  imagined  that  he  was  to  have  gone  to  Gommera  (just 
outside  Mondicourt)  where  we  are  to  be  billetted  to- 
morrow night.  The  following  day  we  are  to  entrain  at 
Mondicourt. 

On  the  contrary,  as  we  afterwards  discover,  Button, 
instead  of  being  dropped  at  Gommera,  which  is  only 
about  10  kilos,  away,  is  whisked  right  up  into  Belgium: 
and,  on  reaching  our  final  destination,  we  find  him  await- 
ing us  with  Koster  and  other  celebrities  of  the  4th 
Division . 

By  the  way,  General  Lambton  has  had  a  motor 
accident  which  causes  paralysis  of  one  side.  As  a  result, 
he  has  to  relinquish  command  of  the  4th  Division  and  go 
Home  :  General  Sir  Somebody  Matheson,  who  has  the 
reputation  of  being  an  awful  Tartar,  being  given  the 
command.  Meanwhile  our  Brigadier-General  commands 
the  4th  Division,  pending  the  arrival  of  new  Commander. 

We  have  a  Field  Day  at  Monchy-au-Bois,  with  Live 
Firing,  Competitions,  Barrages,  etc.,  expending  30 
rounds  Live.  The  Brigadier  and  Brigade  Major  come 
and  see  us. 


Septembre  18.    Mardi.    Ste.  Sophie. 

This  morning  the  Battery  clears  out  of  Pommier, 
leaving  me  in  charge  of  the  "  Impedimenta  "  which  has 
to  be  loaded  on  to  a  Lorry. 

I  finish  reading  "  Spanish  Gold  "  and  buy  some 
chocolate.  At  about  1.15  p.m.  the  Lorry  turns  up  at 
Bde.  Headquarters  :  and  the  Bde.  Quarter-Master 
Sergeant  details  it  for  the  T.M.  Battery.  Corporal 
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Sheridan  and  the  other  men  left  behind  with  me,  load 
the  stuff  into  the  Lorry  :  and  off  we  go. 

We  soon  reach  Mondi  court,  where  I  see  several 
Hampshire  Officers,  and  unload  at  the  Station  next  to  the 
1st  Som.  and  1st  Rifle  Brigade  Transports.  The  tent  is 
erected  to  accommodate  the  Guard  and  I  leave  Corporal 
Sheridan  to  lookout  for  the  things,  and  go  on  to  Gommera 
passing  Haden  on  the  way,  who  is  reconnoitring  the  Place 
of  Assembly  for  entraining  to-morrow. 

Haden  and  I  go  out  for  a  stroll  before  Dinner,  going 
down  to  some  fields  and  woods.  Haden  leaves  me  in  the 
woods  and  on  the  way  back  I  recite  :  "The  fiery  sun, 
now  sinking  in  the  West,"  etc. 

Haden  and  I  go  out  again  together  :  we  meet  Padre 
Whiteside  :  later  we  dispose  ourselves  on  the  stone  floor 
(to  slumber!!)  in  our  Billet. 

A  letter  from  the  Princess,  dated  12th. 


Septembre  19.    Mereredi.    S.  Gustave. 

Reveille  at  5.30  a.m.  :  not  that  we,  who  have  slept 
on  the  stone  floor,  require  much  waking. 

I  am  Orderly  Officer,  and  after  Breakfast  I  go 
forward  to  the  Station  with  a  party  of  five  men  to  load 
the  "impedimenta."  On  arriving  at  the  Station,  how- 
ever, I  find  Corporal  Sheridan  who  tells  me  that  all  the 
stores  have  been  loaded,  by  arrangement  of  Edwards,  the 
Staff  Captain.  Shortly  afterwards  the  Battery  marches 
down  to  the  Station. 

The  men  having  been  embarked,  the  Officers  proceed 
to  their  Carriage,  which  carries  the  Brigadier  and  Brigade 
Officers  ;  Chich  and  "  C  "  Company  Officers  of  the  1st 
Somersets,  Corballis  and  the  M.G.  Officers  ;  and  the  T.M. 
Officers.  We  make  merry  with  Corballis  and  Joyce. 
The  latter  spends  most  of  his  time  in  our  compartment. 

We  pass  through  St.  Pol,  etc.,  at  varying  speeds, 
and  so  we  come  into  Belgium  and  Poperinghe. 

We  here  meet  Button,  and  march  10  kilos  to  our 
tents,  passing  an  Irish  Guards  Traffic  Officer  on  the  way, 
who  speaks  with  us. 

Army  Headquarters  are  very  near  us.  Our  billet  is 
called  Prcstwood  Camp,  and  next  door  to  us  is  a  Meteoro- 
logical Establishment. 
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Septembre  20.    Jeudi.    S.  Eustache. 

This  morning  Haden  and  I  rise  at  half-past  eight  and 
breakfast  at  nine.  Parade  (cleaning  Guns,  Rifles  and 
Equipment)  is  at  9.30.  In  the  afternoon  there  is  Footer 
for  the  men  at  2.30  ;  but  before  that,  Hoskins,  Haden  and 
I  amuse  ourselves  for  a  bit  with  a  cricket  bat  and  ball. 

The  mail  to-day  includes  for  me  a  short  note  from 
Mother,  enclosing  six  penny  stamps  which  I  had  asked 
for  :  a  long  Epistle  from  the  Princess,  who  therein  sends 
white  heather  plucked  from  the  Quantock  Hills  :  a  pair 
of  Infantry  Puttees  and  a  note  from  Walters,  my  Oxford 
tailor. 

Joyce  comes  to  the  Camp  just  before  the  mail 
arrives,  and  is  invited  to  Dinner.  He  turns  up  at  eight 
o'clock  and  the  rubber  of  Bridge,  which  was  started 
yesterday  in  the  train,  is  resumed. 

I  design  a  Soccer  Footer  Jersey  for  the  Battery 
Team. 


Septembre  21.    Vendredi.    S.  Mathieu. 

A  short  note  from  Mother,  dated  the  16th,  written 
just  on  the  point  of  leaving  Doniford,  and  re-enclosing 
Donald's  letter  to  me  which  I  had  sent  over. 

I  go  into  Poperinghe  to-night  and  purchase  a 
writing  pad  for  myself  and  a  tie  for  Haden.  Poperinghe 
is  a  small  town  with  two  very  fine  and  great  Flemish 
Churches,  both  of  which  are  damaged  and  closed.  One 
is  just  behind  the  Place,  the  other  has  a  very  fine  and 
dignified  tower  and  spire. 


Septembre  22.    Samedi.    S.  Maurice. 

I  compose  "  General  Routine  Order  R.  I."  inspired 
by  the  passage  in  the  letter  which  the  Princess  wrote  on 
the  12th  and  which  runs  :  "  His  Majesty  caught  a  mon- 
ster (trout)  last  night,  which  we  devoured  for  supper, 
singing  a  Solemn  Requiem  the  while !  " 

One  copy  I  send  to  "  Princess  the  Adjutant,  Pons- 
Aquae  Ministering  Angel  Corps,"  on  the  24th.  To-day 
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I  send  a  copy  to  "  Colonel  Merryold-Bounder,  Com- 
manding Aisholt  Untrained  Bands."  A  third  copy  I 
retain  to  send  Home. 

On  the  football  ground  below  our  billet  many  Soccer 
games  are  played  by  the  Battery.  A  new  soccer  ball  is 
bought  by  the  Officers. 

Septembre  23.    Dimanche.    Ste.  Odette. 

A  letter  from  Ruth  to-day. 

Button  takes  the  Church  Parade  and  I  accompany 
him.  We  march  over  to  the  Somersets'  Camp  :  the 
Machine  Gun  Company  is  also  present  under  Joyce. 
Padre  Halet  reads  the  Office  of  Matins.  There  should 
have  been  a  Celebration  of  the  Holy  Eucharist  after 
Office,  but  it  does  not  take  place,  owing  to  the  fact  that 
the  men  have  to  "stand  by  "  for  Kit  inspection. 

I  see  and  speak  with  Padre  Halet,  Sylvester  and  A. 
Pearce,  and  also  Thomas  Marshall :  and  return  to  Prest- 
wood  (our  Camp). 

In  the  afternoon  a  trial  Rugger  Match  is  played 
between  Bde.,  T.M.'s,  Som.  and  East  Lanes,  and  the 
Hants  and  Rifle  Brigade.  Craigmile,  Young,  Corballis 
and  others  distinguish  themselves.  Major  Macmullen, 
now  restored  to  the  dignity  of  Major  once  again,  as 
Second-in-Command  of  the  East  Lanes.,  comes  up  to  me 
and  yells  :  "  Hullo  !  Coles,  how  are  you  getting  on  ?  It's 
ages  since  I  saw  you  last !  "  It  wasn't !  He  saw  me  at 
the  Corps  School. 


Septembre  24.    Lundi.    S.  Andoche. 

A  letter  arrives  from  Mother  enclosing  a  long  letter 
from  Aunt  Flo,  which  contains  the  news  that  Richard 
Dole  is  a  2/Lt.  in  the  Field  Artillery  (American  Army). 

I  write  a  letter  to  Aunt  Mary.  A  few  days  ago  a 
letter  arrived  from  Mother  enclosing  one  from  Aunt 
Mary,  who  wrote  :  "  Wish  Budd  would  send  me  just  a 
line,"  and  Mother  added  :  "Try  and  write  to  Aunt 
Mary."  Thus  and  thus 

But,  not  having  Aunt  Mary's  address,  I  send  the 
letter  to  Dorothy  Dole  Turner,  begging  her  to  forward  it. 

I  write  a  letter  to  the  Princess  enclosing  a  copy  of 
"  General  Routine  Order  R.  1." 
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Septembre  25.     Mardi.     S.  Firmin. 

A  letter  from  the  Princess  arrives  to-day,  the  third 
she  has  written  within  eight  days. 

There  should  have  been  a  Brigade  Rugger  Match 
with  the  12th  Brigade  to-day,  but  the  latter  go  into  the 
Line  earlier  than  was  expected  and  the  arrangement  is 
knocked  on  the  head. 

In  the  afternoon  we  play  a  game  of  Soccer  against 
the  Tanks  or  Machine  Gunners,  I  am  not  quite  sure  which. 

At  the  most  critical  part  of  the  game  we  are  held  up 
by  the  Rifle  Bde.,  who,  at  Major  Peyton's  order,  come 
wandering  across  the  field  in  Artillery  Formation  ! 

This  morning  Hoskins  and  Button  went  up  the  Line 
—on  a  an  introductory  Visit — at  10.30  a.m. 


Septembre  26.    Mercredi.    Ste.  Justine. 

Hoskins  and  Button  being  still  away,  Reason  is 
Commanding  Officer,  Adjutant  and  Orderly  Officer  until 
Hoskins  appears  at  about  10.15,  when  he  resigns  the  first 
"  appointment." 

Haden  and  I  take  the  Battery  in  Extended  Order 
Drill  this  morning — the  first  hour  ;  Haden  takes  charge 
of  f  of  the  Battery  advancing  by  sectional  rushes  over 
the  Drill  Ground,  while  I,  with  the  remainder,  form  a 
hostile  Defensive  Position  with  Machine  Guns. 

After  the  first  hour  I  go  to  the  Field  Cashier  at 
Proven,  where  I  see  American  Officers,  and  Officers  of  the 
Grenadier,  Scotch,  Irish,  Welsh  and  Coldstream  Guards. 
What  a  large  number  of  Guards  Officers  have  high  waists 
and  short  necks ! 

Midas  sends  me  a  letter  which  arrives  to-day.  I 
reply  to  it.  I  also  write  a  note  to  Aunt  Flo. 

After  tea,  Reason,  Haden  and  I  kick  about  the 
Rugger  ball  which  Haden  bought  a  day  or  two  ago. 
Haden  and  I  go  into  Poperinghe  to  change  the  bladder, 
which  is  defective. 


Septembre  27.    Jeudi.    S.  Come. 

Haden  is  Orderly  Officer. 

To-night  hostile  'planes  come  over  the  Poperinghe 
area  and  drop  bombs.    The  searchlights  catch  some  of 
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the  'planes  and  hold  them  for  some  time.  Haden  and 
the  Meteorological  Officer  stay  out  watching  but  I  go  to 
bed. 


Septembre  28.    Vendredi.    S.  Wenceslas. 


To-day  we  move  into  Reserve.  Reveille  is  at  5  a.m. 
and  Breakfast  at  6.  Button  is  destined  to  go  to  the 
Depdt  Battalion.  I  am  to  be  left  in  charge  of  the 
Transport. 

The  main  part  of  the  Battery  goes  forward  at 
7.30  a.m.  to  Proven,  where  it  entrains.  Button  and  I 
stay  behind  until  nine,  when  the  Lorry  arrives  to  take 
the  Transport  which  Button's  party  loads  on  to  the 
vehicle.  The  Quarter-Master-Sergeant,  Elisher,  etc., 
climb  on  after  it  ;  and  away  we  go.  On  this  side  of 
Elverdinghe  we  stop  and  dump  the  Transport  Surplus 
Stores  at  the  M.G.  Company  Transport  in  the  Gardoen 
Farm  Area.  Here  I  see  Drake  and  Captain  Blane. 

The  Quarter- Master- Serge  ant  tells  me  that  he  saw 
Booth  yesterday  at  the  Proven  Aerodrome. 

With  the  "necessary  stores,"  Elisher  and  I  continue 
our  journey,  and  halt  finally  at  Solferino  Farm  where  the 
Battery  has  just  arrived.  This  is  a  few  kilos,  beyond 
Elverdinghe. 

In  the  evening  Joyce  comes  around  to  see  us  :  and 
enemy  aeroplanes  come  over  and  drop  bombs  about  at 
their  own  sweet  will. 


Septembre  29.    Samedi.    S.  Michel. 


An  Inspection  Parade  is  held  this  morning  at  10. 
Haden  and  I  inspect  men,  rifles  and  guns.  Then  we  take 
the  Battery  in  Arms  Drill  for  twenty  minutes  ;  after 
which,  at  noon,  or  rather  at  11,  there  is  a  Lecture  on  the 
All  ways  Fuse  by  the  C.O. 

A  charming  letter  arrives  from  Geoff — written  in  the 
trenches . 

Macfarlane — the  Adjutant — and  Aylott,  of  the  M.G. 
Company,  come  to  Dinner  with  us  to-night. 
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Septembre  30.    Dimanche.    S.  Jerome. 

Breakfast  is  late  this  morning — half -past-nine.  At 
noon  there  is  the  C.  of  E.  Church  Parade  for  the  T.M. 
Battery  and  Machine  Gun  Company  in  the  M.G.  Camp. 
Padre  Laurie  takes  the  Servicerand  afterwards  celebrates 
the  Holy  Eucharist  near  the  Parade  Ground,  in  an  open 
field  close  to  the  Deccaville  Railway.  Several  M.G. 
Other  Ranks  are  there  and  Haden  and  I. 

An  old  Ammunition  Box  serves  as  an  Altar,  and  a 
line  of  low  bushes  as  a  Reredos. 

Hoskins  and  Reason  go  up  the  Line  and  come  back 
at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  we  all  go  to  the 
Machine  Gun  Company  to  Dinner. 

Before  that,  a  parcel  had  arrived  for  me  from  Home, 
containing  a  new  lining  for  my  Flea-Bag,  Books,  Drawing 
Paper,  Brushes,  Paints  and  Mapping  Pens, Nuts,  Kolynos, 
Bootlaces,  Blotting  Paper  and  Coal  Tar  Soap.  I  write  a 
note  of  thanks  to  Mother. 

During  and  after  dinner  at  the  Machine  Gun  Com- 
pany there  is  the  usual  performance  by  hostile  'planes, 
many  of  which  fly  only  a  few  hundred  feet  above  us,  so 
that  we  can  see  them  distinctly.  Our  Archies  are  as 
ineffectual  as  usual. 


Oetobre  1.    Lundi.    S.  Remi. 

Inspection  Parade  at  10  o'clock.     Hoskins  attends 
Brigade  and  Divisional  Conferences. 


2ND  Lx.  A.  E.  COLES,   KILLED  IN  ACTION, 
OCTOBER  4ra,    1917. 

"THERE     IS     ALWAYS     MEMORY     AND     HOPE." 
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